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Although the way was strewn with bleach- 
ing bones, 
And treasure dropped by hands that could 
not care 
For gold or precious stones ; 
When very life evaporated, and although 

There was no safety in that terrible plain, 
No point of pause, but death. For swift or slow, 
Advance or halt, seemed all alike in vain ; — 



Happily I have preserved in writing 
the recollection of a conversation, in 
which she gave me an outline of what 
she intended the volume to be. 

Three years ago, when we were in 
Switzerland, and she was recovering 
from illness, she said to me : '' Marie, 
I think my third volume of poems will 
be my * Nunc Dimittis ' 1 Do you re- 
loewber my poextif 'Threefold "PtaAse'"^ 
^ think my first volume, * M\n\s\iv oi 



/ 



Song/ was like Haydn ; then * Under 
the Surface,' like Mendelssohn ; and I 
want my third volume to be * Messiah,* 
all to His praise ! 

" I should like the title to be 
' Under His Shadow.* I seem to see 
four pictures suggested by that: un- 
der the shadow of a rock in a weary 
plain; under the shadow of a tree; 
closer still, under the shadow ot His 
wing; nearest and closest, in the sha- 
dow of His hand. Surely that hand 
must be the pierced hand, that may 
oftentimes press us sorely, and yet 
evermore encircling, upholding, and 
shadowing ! " 

Only the day before my dear sister 
died she asked me to coV\fcc\. "asA ^^^- 
iish all her MS. poems. \si\e^"^^^, 
the title be *\JiideT K^^ ^V^^^^'"^ 



and she answered: '*0h, yes; I am 
so glad you remembered it." 

And now she more than realizes her 
own words : 

** As we fall o'erawed • 
Upon our faces, and are lifted higher 
By His great gentleness, and carried nigher 
Than unredeemM angels, till we stand 

Even in the hollow of His hand : 
Nay, more I we lean upon His hreast : 
There, there we find a point of perfect rest 

And glorious safety I ** 

Maria V. G. Havergal. 



Oakhampton, Stourport, 
November^ ^879. 
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" UNDER HIS SHADOW." 



AN INTERLUDE. 

^T^HA T part is finished ! I lay down my 
-» pen, 

And wonder if the thoughts will flow as fast 
Through the more difficult defile. For the last 

Was easy, and the channel deeper then. 
My Ms^ter, I will trust Thee for the rest ; 
Give me just what Thou wilt, and that will be 
my best ! 

How can / tell the varied, hidden need 

Of Thy dear children, all imkxiovm \.o tc^r. 
Who Sit some future time may coia^ mA \«a.^ 
What I have written \ AH 9Xt, Vao^vt v^ 
Tbee, 



\ 
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As Thou hast helped me, help me to the end ; 
Give me Thy own sweet messages of love to 
send. 

So now, I pray Thee, keep my hand in Thine, 

And guide it as Thou wilt I do not ask 
To understand the " wherefore " of each line ; 

Mine is the sweeter, easier, happier task 
Just to look up to Thee for every word. 
Rest in Thy love, and trust, and know that I 
am heard. 

September iiM, 1877. 

The above " Interlude ** was written afler many of 
the poems in this volume, and immediately ^rteftUnr 
" Zenith. "-JIf. V.G.H. 



THE THOUGHTS OF COD. 

THY thoughts, O God ! O theme Divine ! 
Except Thy Spirit in my darkness shine. 

And make it light, 
And overshadow me 
With stilling might, 
And touch my lips that 1 inA.7 &i^t»k ol 
Thee,—- 
How shall I soar 



To thoughts of Thy thoughts ? and how dare 
to write 

Of Thine ? 

Thou understandest mine 
Far off and long before. | 

Thou searchest, knowest, compassest! Thy 
hand is laid 
Upon me. Whither shall I flee 
From Omnipresence and Omniscience? If I 
fly 
To heaven, Thou art there also ! If I take 
The wings of morning, and my dwelling 
make 
In the uttermost parts of the great sea, 
Even there Thy hand shall lead me, Thy right 
hand 
Shall hold me. If I say 
Surely the night 
Shall cover me, it shall be light 

About me. Yea, the shade 
Of darkness hideth not from Thee, 

Night shineth as the da.^^ \ \ 

The darkness and the light arc bo^iii iNSiSLfc ^^ \ 

Tliee. 
Thee I will praise : for I am f eatiuUt 
-And wonderfully made. 
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My substance was not hid from Thee 
When I was made m secret, curiously wrought 
And yet imperfect. Then 
Thine eyes did see me. In Thy book 
Were all my members written, when 
Not one of them was into being brought. 
Such knowledge is too wonderful for me, 
Too excellent, too high. Yet 'tis but one 

Keen ray of Thy great sun 
Touching an atom in a dusty nook ! 

One ray ! while others traverse depths pro- 
found 
Of possible chaos ; and illume 
The boundless bound 
Of space ; and vivify worlds all unguessed, 
To whom 
Our farthest eastern spark, 
Caught by the mightiest telescope that ever 
pierced the dark, 

Is farthest west. 



One ray ! while others overflow 
The countless hosts of angels with celestial 
blaze ; 

With still diviner g\ow, 
^Jooding each heart witli adotaVVotv swttX. \ 



The Thoughts of God, 
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And yet too glorious for the gaze 
Of seraphim, who cover face and feet 
With burning wings, 
While through the universe their ** Holy, 
Holy," rings. 

Only one ray I Yet doth it come 
So close to us, so very near, 
Our inmost selves enfolding. 
Discerning, penetrating, — we, beholding 
Its terrible brightness, well might fear, 
But for the glow 
Of known and trusted Love that pulseth warm 
below. 

And so 
The psalm ariseth, strong and clear, 
"How precious are Thy thoughts to me, O 
God! 

How great their sum I " 
Uncounted, marvellous, and very deep and 
broad. 
Unsearchable and high f 

Infinity 
Of holiest, mightiest myslerj. 
That never sight 
Or tongue of mortal seer 
Could see or teU, 
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That never flight 
Of flame- like spirits that in strength excel 
Hath reached ! The very faith that brings 

us near 
Reveals new distances, new depths of light 
Unfathomed, — seas of suns that never eye 
Created hath beheld, or ever can behold ! 



WTiat know we of God's thoughts? One 
word of gold 

A volume doth enfold. 
They are—** Not ours !" 
Ours ? what are they? their value and their 

powers ? 
So evanescent, that while thousands fleet 
Across the busy brain, 
Only a few remain 
To set their seal on memory's strange con- 
sistence. 
Of these, some worthless, some a life-r^ret, 

That we would fain forget ; 
And very few are rich and great and sweet ; 
And fewer still are lasting gain, 
And these most often bom of p^An, 
Or sprung horn strong concussioiL VnXo stoowg, 
exhtenct. 



The ThoughU of God. 



What else ? Even in their proudest strength 
so weak, 
So isolated and so rootless, 

So flowerless and so fruitless ; — 
We think, and dare not do, — we think, and 
cannot speak ! 
A thought alone is less than breath, 
Only the shudder of a living death, 

A thing of scorn, 
A formless embryo in chaos bom 
It must be seized with resolute grasp of will, 

With swifhiess and with skill, 
And moulded on life's anvil, ere it glow 
With any fire or force ; 
And wrought with many a blow 
And welded in the heat by toiling strength 
With many another, ere it go at length 
The humblest mission to fiilfil. 

And then its tiny might 
Is not inherent, but alone dependent 
Upon the primal source 
And spring of power, First, Sole, Supreme, 
Transcendent ! 



What else ? So clicumscn\i^\ti^ft!gc^.\ 
Lake bats in sunshine, sttiVVsv^V^-^^^^''*^^ 
Against \iie &\jm\xi^>Ocvvw^* 
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That to their dazzled sight 
Appear not ; hindered everywhere 
By unseen obstacles with puzzling pain. 
Or like the traveller, toiling long to gain 

An Alpine summit, white and fair, 
With far-extending view; but still with- 
held, 
And to the downward track with fainting step 
compelled, 
By an intangible barrier ; for the air 
Is all too rare, 
Too keenly pure 
For valley-dweller to endure. 
For thus our thoughts rebound 
From the Invisible-Infinite, on every side 

Hemmed ever round 
By the Impassable, that never mortal pinion 
Plath over-soared, that mocks at human 

pride, 
Imprisoned in its own supposed dominion. 



/ 
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What else ? So mingled, so impure ; 
So interwoven with the threads of sin. 
Visible or invisible as the sight 
Is purged to see them in Go^'s\v^\.\ 
So subtle in their changefai {ottqs, liov? ^«x^s., 
now bright ; 
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Such mystery of iniquity within, 
That we must loathe our very thoughts, but 
for the cure 
He hath devised, — ^the blessed Tree 
The Lord hath shown us, that, cast in, can 

Ileal 
The fountain whence the bitter waters flow. 
Divinest remedy 
Whose power we feel. 
Whose grace we comprehend not, but we 
know. 



What else ? So fallible, so full of errors, — 
No certainty I In aught unproved and new, 
Treading volcanic soil o'er smothered terrors ; 
Spectral misgivings rising to the view, 

As each step crushes through 
Some older crust of truth assumed. And this 
is all 

That human thoughts can do, 
Leaning on human strength and reason 
solely ; 
Now wrong, now right, now false, now 
true. 

As may befall \ 
And even the truest neverreadivns^^^^'J 
Truth Absolute, 
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That still onr touch eludes, 
And vanishes in deeper depths when man in- 
trudes 
Within her awful solitudes. 
Where many a string is mute 
And many a-wanting, all the rest 
Imperfectly attuned at best, — 
We can but wait for truth of tone, 

For truth of modulation and expression. 
With lowliest confession 
Of utter powerlessness, content 
To trust His thoughts and not our own, — 

Until the Maker of the instrument 
Shall tune it in another sphere, 
By His own perfect hand and ear. 

Now turn we from the darkness to the 

light, 
From dissonance to pure and ftill accord ! 
** My thoughts are not as your thoughts, saith 

the Lord, 
Nor are your ways as My wajrs. As the 

height 
Of heaven above the earth, so are My ways, 
My thoughts, to yours ; — out oi "^o^ax ^\5jA.^ 
Above your ptaase.** 
Oh, oracle most gta.tv^\ 
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Thus teaching by sublimest negative 
What by a positive we could not understand, 
Or, understanding, live ! 
And now, search fearlessly 
The imperfections and obscurity, 

The weakness and impurity, 
Of all our thoughts. On each discovery 
Write, "Not as ours!" Then, in every 
line, 

Behold God's glory shine 
In humbling yet sweet contrast, as we view 
His thoughts. Eternal, Strong, and Holy, 
Infinite, and True. 



And now, what have we of these thoughts of 
God, 

So high, so deep, so broad ? 
What hath He given, and what are we re- 
ceiving? 

A revelation 
Dim, pale, and cold 
Beside their hidden fire, yet gorgeously en- 
scrolled 

l/pon His wide CTe2iWaTv. 
He would not a\\ -wV^QasA.^* 
His children in the silent darVoi^iss Xes^-A-^t 
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Nor would He overwhelm our heart 

And strike it dumb ; 
And so He hath enfolded some 
In fair expressions for the eye and ear ; 
Though faint, yet clear ; 
Such as our powers may apprehend in 
part 

Thus hath He wrought 
The dazzling swiftness of the thought 
That veiled itself for mortal ken in light. 
And thus the myriad-handed might 
Of that from which the million-teeming ocean 
fell, 

No greater toil to Him, 
From silent depth to surfy rim, 
Than the small crystal drop which fills a rosy 
shell. 
And thus the Infinite Ideal 
Of perfect Beauty, (only real 
In Him and through Him, pure concep- 
tion 
Too exquisite for our perception,) 
He hath translated, giving us such lines 

As we can trace. 
In mountain grandeur and itilVV^ ^^reitt. 
In sunset, c/oudland, or souVmavaV^edilax^^ 
Such alphabets and sigas 
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As we. His little ones, may slowly, softly read, 
Supplying thus a deep, true spirit-need. 

What know we more ? One thought He 
hath expressed 

In that great scheme 
Of which we, straining, catch a glimpse or 

gleam 
In light or shadow ; — scheme embracing all. 
Star-system cycles and the sparrow's fall ; — 
Scheme all-combining, wisest, grandest, best. 
We call it Providence. And each may deem 
Himself a tiny centre of that thought ; 

For how mysteriously enwrought 
Are all our moments in its folds of might. 

Our own horizon ever bour4ding 
And yet not limiting, but still surrounding 
Our lives, while reaching fzx beyond our 
quickest sight. 
A thought of consummated harmony ! 
Each life is one note in that symphony, 
Without which were its cadence incomplete : 
Yet each note complex, formed of many a 
reed ; 

And each reed quivering with VibtaXXoxis ^^sa»- 
ing count. 
And each vibration \>\civd\tv^ 
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In mystic trinities asciending 
Through weird harmonics that recede 
Into the unknown silences, or meet 
In clashing thrills unanal3rsed, and mount 
In tangled music, yet all plain and clear 

Unto the Master's ear. 
O thought of consummated melody 
And perfect rhythm ! though its mighty beat 
Transcend angelic faculty. 

And though its mighty bars 
May be the fall of worlds, the birth of stars, 
Its measure — ^all eternity — 

One echo, calm and sweet. 
Our clue to this great music of God's plan, 
Sounds on in ever-varying repeat — 
Glory to God on high, peace and goodwill to 
man ! 



Z_ 



What have we more ? Scan we the blinding 
blaze 

Of the refulgent rays 
OutpourM from the Very Fount of Light ? 
One thought of God in undiluted splendour, 
Flashed on our feeble gaze, 
Were never borne by mortal sight. 
He knew it, and He gave, 
In mercy tender, 
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All that the soul unwittingly doth crave. 

All that it can receive. He robed 
In finite words the sparkles of His thought, 
The starry fire englobed 
In tiny spheres of language, shielding, soften- 
ing thus 

The living, burning glory. And He brought | 

Even to us j 

This strange celestial treasure that no prayer | 

Had asked of Him, no ear had heard. 
Nor heart of man conceived. He laid it 

there, 
Even at our feet, and said it was His Word. 
O mystery of tender grace ! 

We find 
God's thoughts in human words enshrined, 
God's very life and love with ours entwined. 
All wonderingly from page to page we 

pass. 
Owning the darkening yet revealing glass ; 
In every line we trace. 
In fair display. 
Prismatic atoms of the glorious bow 
Projected on the darkest cloud that e'er 
O'ergloomed the world that God had made 

so fair, 
The minbow of His covenant ; tax^a. titvt 
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Reflecting perfectly a sevenfold ray, 
Shot from the sun 
Of Hb exceeding love, 
Strong and serene above, 
Upon a tremulous drop of tearful life below. 



One thought, His thought of thoughts, 

awakes our song 
Of endless thanks and marvelling adoration 
More than aught else. For Providence, 

Creation, 
All He hath made and all He doth prepare. 
Thoughts grand and wise, and strong, 
Thoughts tender and most fair. 
Are pale beside the glory of Salvation, 
Redemption's gracious plan and glorious reve- 
lation : — 
The focus where all rays unite ; 
Each attribute arrayed in sevenfold light. 
Each adding splendour to the rest. 
The meeting blest 
Of His great love and foreseen human woe 
Struck forth a mighty fire, that sent a glow 
Throughout the universe ; — ^an overflow 
To iht dim confines lYiat noxvt Vsiow 
SsLve He who traced th«n •, \SX. \x^ ^wvcs^^-s 
The farthest vistas of "Eteimty \ 
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And, flooding heaven itself with radiance 
new, 
Revealed the heart of God, all -merciful, all- 
true. 



Thus are the thoughts of God made known 
to men. 
Yet is all revelation bounded 
First by its vehicle, and then 
By its reception. Unseen things 
Remain unfathomed and unsounded. 
And hidden as the springs 
Of an immeasurable sea. 
Because His thought, sublime and great, 
No language finds commensurate 
"With its infinity ; 
And when compressed in any finite mould, 
*Tis but a fraction that the mind of man 
Receiveth. For wc hold 
But what we span, 
"We only see 
What feeble lenses and weak sight may scan. 
And thus a double lessening, dowYA^ vc^^vci^ 
Of the unimagined glory of a thoMg]bX. ol "WXia. 
Who dwells between the cbembimX 
First, suffering and paWtv^ 
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By its necessitate transition 
From Infinite to Finite, for that all expression 
Is by its nature finite ; then the vision 
Which angels might receive straightway, 
Unshorn of any ray. 
And hold in full possession. 
Must enter by the portal 
Of faculties sin-paralyzed and mortal ; 
And in the human breast's low- vaulted gloom 
It finds no room 
For any high display. 



/ 



This is no guess-work. It is even so 
With our poor thoughts. For they are 

always more 
Than any form or language can convey. 

We know 
Things that we cannot say; 
We soar, 
Where we could never map our flight. 
We see 
Flashes and colourings too quick and bright 
For any hand to paint We meet 
Depths that no line can sound. We hear 
Strange far-off mental mvisic, aiSX Voo ^-^^^x., 
Too great for any earthly \nstt\im«i\. % 
Gone, if we strive to bnns >^ ^^^* 



; 
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For who that knows 
The sudden surging and the startling throes 
Of subterranean soul-fires with no vent, 

That seek an Etna all in vain ; — 
Or the slow forming of some grand, fail 
thought. 
With exquisite lingering outwrought, 
Only to melt before the touch of effort or of 
pain : — 
(Like quivering rose- fire 'neath a filmy veil 
In mountain dawn, 
That grows all still and pale 
When the transparent silver is withdrawn.) 
Oh ! who that knows but owns the meagre 
dower 
Of poor weak language married to thought's 
royal power — 
Oh ! who that knows but needs must 
own. 

If it be thus 
Even with us, 
Groping and tottering alone 
Around the footstool of His throne, 
With limited ideas and babe-like poviet^, 
Wlmt mast it be with Him, whose V\iO\3i^V& 
are not as ours f 
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And now 

"We only bow, 

And gaze above 
In raptured awe and silent love ; 

For mortal speech 

Can never reach 
A word of meetly-moulded praise 
For one glimpse of the blessed rays, 
Ineffable and purely bright. 
Outflowing ever from the UnapproachM Light. 



f 
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They say there is a hollow, safe and still, 
A point of coolness and repose 
Witliin the centre of a flame, where life might 

dwell 
Unharmed and unconsumed, as in a luminous 
shell, 
"Which the bright walls of fire enclose 
In breachless splendour, barrier that no lots 
Could pass at will. 

There is a point of rest 
At the great centre of the cyclone's force, 

A silence at its secret source ; — 
A little child might slumber undistressed, 
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Without the ruffle of one fairy curl, 
In that strange central calm amid the mighty 
whirl 

So, in the centre of these thoughts of God, 
Cyclones of power, consuming glory-fire, — 

As we fall o*erawed 
Upon our faces, and are lifted higher 
By His great gentleness, and carried nigher 
Than unredeemM angels, till we stand 
Even in the hollow of His hand. 
Nay, more ! we lean upon His breast — 
There^ there we find a point of perfect rest 
And glorious safety. There we see 
His thoughts to usward, thoughts of peace 
That stoop intenderest love ; that still increase 
With increase of our need; that never change, 
That never fail, or falter, or forget 
O pity infinite ! 
O royal mercy free ! 
O gentle climax of the depth and height 
Of God's most precious thoughts, most won- 
derful, most strange I 
" For I am poor and needy, yet 
The Lord Himself, Jehovah, thinketh upon meP* 
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ZENITH, 

I. 

WE watched the gradual rising of a star, 
Whose delicate, clear light outshone 
the crowd, 
Gleaming between the rifts of parting 
cloud. 
Brighter above each dusky veiling bar : 
The fairy child, the glimpse of girlish face, 
Rising to woman^s dower of fairest,fullest grace. 

And still she rose, and still she calmly shone, 
Walking in brightness ever brightening 

still. 
Gladdening, attracting at her queenly will. 
With starlike influence. The years wore on, 
And Isabel, the star, the pearl, the flower, 
Could not but know her gift, the secret of her 
power. 

** Never so lovely as to-night," they said. 
Again and yet again ! There came a night 
When many owned afresh the royal might 
Of beauty, as she came with snowfall tread, 
And summer smile^ and simple maiden dress, 
Crowned only with the light and hex o>im 
loveliness. 



day she was a little tired, 

xt night the rose h:ul somewhat 

irl glistened, yet it somewbot 

earn, the radiance all-admired, 
lerald of the winii-ivaved grass, 
amond sparkle ofthedewniust 

t Hcek the sunbeams vainly 

c, where their merry rival lay 
d weary ; while, from day to 

Ibs wasted what short slumber 

g. So the dark mi^l fell, 
irry fire that all had loved so 

me, »>^n from that dark mist 
that singular radiance never 
■ning upward pafc =« c^vc>*X-5 
e.^tward curve tegatx'wAee.^^ 
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The unconscious zenith of her lovely light 
For ever left behind on that gay triumph- 
night ! 

II. 

Ho I for the Alps I The weary plains of 
France, 
And the night shadows, leaving far be- 
hind, 
For pearl horizons with pure summits 
lined, — 
On through the Jura-gorge, in swift advance 
Speeds Arthur, with keen hope and buoyant 

glee,— 
On to the mountain land, home of the strong 
and free I 



On ! to the morning flush ot gold and 
rose; 
On ! to the torrent and the hoary pine ; 
On I to the stillness of life's utmost line ; 
On ! to the crimson fire of sunset snows. 
i Short starlit rest, then with the dawn's first 
streak, 
On I to the silent crown ol som^ Vm^ vsi 
/ peak I 



/ 
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'Twas no nerve-straining effort, then, for 
him 
To emulate the chamois-hunter's leap 
Across the wide rock-chasm, or the deep 
And darkly blue crevasse with treacherous 
rim; 
Or climb the sharp arSte, or slope of snow. 
With Titan towers above, and cloud -filled 
gulfs below. 

It was no weariness or toil to count 

Hour after hour in that weird white realm, 
With guide of Alp-renown to touch the 
helm 
Of practised instinct ; rocky spires to mount. 
Or track the steepest glacier's fissured length, 
In the . abounding joy of his unconquered 
strength. 

*But it was gladness none can realize 

Who have not felt the wild Excelsior 

thrill, 
The strange exhilarate energies, that fill 
The bounding pulses, as the intenser skves \ 
Embrace the infinite whiteness, cVeax «LTAitixt% \ 
Inhaling vigorous life with that ^y\x\<^ ct^Vs^ 
air. 
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Tliat Alpine ^I'itcliery still onward lures 
Upward, still upward, lU! the fatal list 
Crows longer of the early mourned and 

Leading where surest foot no more ensures 
Tlie life that is not ours to throw away 
For the exciting joys of one i)ricf summer day. 

For there are sudilcii dangers none fore- 

The scarlet-threaded rope can never mock 
The sound-loosed avalanche, frost-cloven 

Or whirling storm of paralyiing snow. 
But Arthur's foot was Itept ; no deathward 

Darkened the zenith of his strength with diie 
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One glowing August sun went forth in might, 
And smote with rosy sword each snowy 

brow, — 
Bright accolade of grandeur I Now, oh 
now, 
Amid that dazzling wealth of purest light. 
His long ambition should be crowned at last. 
And every former goal rejoicingly o'erpast ! 

For ere the white fields softened in the glow, 
He stood upon a long-wooed virgin peak. 
One of the few fair prizes left to seek ; 
Each rival pinnacle left far below ! 
He stood in triumph on the conquered 

height : 
And yet a shadow fell upon his first delight ! 

For well he knew that he had surely done 
His utmost ; and that never summer day 
Could bring a moment on its radiant way 
Like the first freshness of that conquest, 
won 
Where all had lost before. A sudden tear 
Veiled all the glorious view, so grand, so calm, 
so clear I 
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III. 

An hour of song . of musical delight 
To those whose quick, instructed ear could 

trace, 
Through complex harmonies, the artistic 
grace. 
The finest shades of meaning, and the might 
Of order and of law. Nor less to those 
Who loved it as we love the fragrance of the 
rose. 

And Cecil stood, with all the added ease 
Of ripe experience and of sure success ; 
With all her glad instinctive consciousness 
Of natural gift that could not fail to please ; 
With all her rich maturity of tone, 
Like sun-glow of the South on purple clusters 
thrown. 

She sang rejoicing in her song,— each bar 
A separate pulse of pleasure. Were there 

none 
Td listen and applaud, or only one, 
As freely she had poured it. Foi z, ?tex 
Shines, not because we watch it \ OtvVj \Jcixfe 
Of art i Facial light reserves its measvixtd t^-^J^* 
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Yet who, that ever tasted, does not know 
The witchery of any phase of power, 
Ascendancy unsought, magnetic dower 
Of influence ? And Cecil found it so, 
And though but vaguely conscious of her 

might, 
Lived in her own strong spell, a glamour of 
delight. 

Nor only joy of power and joy of song 
To fill the singer's chalice were com- 
bined; 
But S3rmpathetlc influences of mind, 
Acting, re-acting, as the charmed throng 
Followed the wave of her swift magic wand. 
Yet lured her ever on to fair heights still 
beyond. 



And so the song passed to its dying fall, 
As the electric interchanges crossed. 
What marvel that the closing chord was 
lost 
In rush of quick applause and {omi Tt,C3!W 
And Cecil rose once more, and poMie^ ^jgaiSxv^ 
From faUergusldng fount, the douU^ ^€^ccsfavR.^ 
strain. 



Higher and higher rose the glorious song 
Deeper and deeper grew the sile 

round ; 
All unrestrained the free, full notes resou 
In splendid carol-gladness ; holding long 
Unwearied listeners in chains unseen, 
As willing captives led by their victori 
queen. 

Tribute of wondering smile was freely ps 

And then, as subtle modulation wrougl 

Soft shadows in the sunny strain, so 

brought 

The deeper homage of a tear, and, sway< 

Beyond confession, strove in vain to hide 

The unconquerable rush of sweet emotion's ti 
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IV. 

A silent house beneath a dome of stars ; 
A deeply shaded lamp, a lonely room ; 
A fire whose fitful whispers through the 
gloom 
In rhythmic cadence leapt athwart the bars ; 
A broad, worn desk ; a broad, worn, bending 

brow ; 
Yet a bright eye beneath, lull of strange bright- 
ness now. 

A rapid hand, that wrote swift words of 
flame. 
Far-glowing words to kindle other fires ; 
Words that might flash along Timers 
mystic wires. 
And thrill the ages with a deathless name ; 
Barbed words, that fasten where they fall, and 

stay 
Deep in the souls of men, and never pass away. 

Little recked Theodore of fame that night. 
And less of gold. The current was too 

strong 
For such vain barques to VaMTiOcv. \N. 
swept along, 



Zenith, 33 

Whither he hardly knew ; the impulse 
bright — 
Passing at every turn some opening view, 
Some echoing mountain height, some vista 
far and new. 

Lost memories trooped in amid the crowd 
Of happiest images : ethereal forms 
Of weirdly prescient fancy, spectral 
swarms, 
Before him in oppressive beauty bowed, 
And beckoned him, with gleaming hands, to 

grasp 
Their fleeting loveliness in firm and joyous 
clasp. 

And inward music rose, and wreathed 
around 
Each thought that shaped itself to outline 

clear ; 
The royal chimes rang on, more sweet, 
more near. 
With every gust. He caught the silver 
sound, 

And cast its fairy mantle o*er lYie ^ovf 
Of bis melodioas lines, in a\\ VYievi ^erj 
glow. 
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Such times are but the crystaUi2ine hours 
That make the rainbow-bearing prism. 

They change 
Long-seething soul-solutions into strange 
And startling forms; — new properties and 
powers 
And beauties hardly dreamt, yet latent there. 
The poet-touch evokes, strong, marvellous, 
and fair. 

For there are long, slow overtures before 
Such bursts of song ; much tension un- 

confessed, 
Much training and much tuning, — ^years 
compressed. 
Concentrated in ever-filling store ; 
Till thoughts, that surged in secret deep 

below. 
Rise from volcanic fount in sudden overflow. 



/ 



Much living to short writing ! such the law 
Of living poems, that have force to reach 
Depths that are sounded by no surface 
speech. 
And thence the sjmipathetic waters draw, 
With golden chain of m^ny a fire-forged link, 
Gently, yet mightily, up to the pearly brink. 
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Was it the stillness of the lonely night 
That set his spirit free, with wizard hand. 
Opening the gates of more than fairy- 
land? 
Oft had he known the pulse of poet-might, 
But never quite the free, exultant power, 
In which he revelled now through that en- 
chanted hour. 

Was it not rather that the harvest-time. 
After the sowing and the watering long, 
Was fiiUy come ; the golden sheaves of 
song 
Falling in fulness, and that royal chime 
Pealing the harvest-home of wealth unseen. 
Where the remaining years might only come 
and glean ? 

At length the last page lay beneath the 
light, 
From wavering erasure free, and wrought 
Too perfectly for any after-thought. 
He rose, threw up the sash, and on the 
night,— 
The brilliant, solemn night, — looked forth and 
5i]ghed, 
And felt the immediate ebb of that \nwvicrcv\sA 
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For it was over ! and the wor 
For which his life was livec 

yet! 
The blossom fell because 
set; 
The standard furled because 
won. 
And, with the energy, the gladn 
And left him wearied out and so; 

For only work that is for God 

Hath an unceasing guerdon 

A guerdon unaffected by th( 

Of great success, nor by its Ic 

All else is vanity beneath the su 

There may be joy in doings but 

done, 

V. 

Once more. A battle-field of 

A broad arena for the utmo; 

Of world-famed gladiators, 

With praise or cruel blame, be 

Of each day's keen spectators, 

Of widest continents and o 

surge. 
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A great arena, wlfence the issues flow 

Not only through an empire, but a world. 

Moulding the centuries : wherein are hurled 

Thunders whose ultimate havoc none can 

know, 

Striking not names but nations: — such the 

scene 
Of conflict and renown, long entered by 
Eugene- 
Many a time his weighty sword he threw 
Into the scale of victory, and swayed 
The critical turns, the great events that 
made 
The era's history. For well he knew 
Each subtle art of eloquence, combined 
With rarest gifts of speech, and native powers 
of mind. 

His patriotism earned a noble meed 

Of trust and honour, more than any fame, 

And sweeter. Yet some thought his hard 

won claim 

Not meetly recognised. Perchance indeed 

The shadow crossed his own thought^ a& IkA 

fonnd 

Less kingly orators w\t\v Yi«aN\« ^a^a«^ 
crownedm 
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At length a contest of long doubtful end 
Drew to a climax : and his soul was 

stirred, 
And every generous faculty was spurred 
To utmost energy. For he could spend 
His very self upon the cause that seemed 
Clear justice and clear right ! or rather, so he 
deemed ! 

For there are few who care to analyse 
The mingled motives, in their complex 

force, 
Of some apparently quite simple course. 
One disentangled skein might well surprise. 
Perhaps a "single heart" is «^'^ known. 
Save in the yielded life that lives for God 
alone, — 

And that is therefore doubted, as a dream. 
By those who know not the tremendous 

power 
Of all-constraining love ! So in that hour 
Of fierce excitement, 'mid the flashing gleam 
Of measured glaive, I will not dare to say 
That Eugene's purest zea\ no ^2cc\:^ Oi-ivoi \ 
might sway. > 



/ 
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Still, all combined to bitLthe eagle soar 
Beyond the common clouds, the sluftlng 

mists 
Of every-day debate, the very lists 
Of strong opponents strengthening him the 
more. 
As the strong pinion finds the opposing breeze 
The very means of rising over land and seas. * 

So Eugene rose in his full manly strength. 
Reining at first the fiery courser in. 
That with calm concentration he might win 
The captious ear ; — reserveof power at length, 
At the right moment from the wise curb freed, 
Triumphantly burst forth with grand impe- 
tuous speed. 

And as the great speech mounted to a pause 
Some foes were silenced, some were wholly 

gained. 
And all were spellbound, stilled, and 
marvel-chained, 
And, more than all the clatter of applause. 
The cause was won I ** Eugene was at his best 
To-night ! " So much they knew I TViej ^^ 
no^inooiF the rest ! 



• See Duk* of Argyll's " ReVsn ot "Lo:« 
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For they who watched with envy or delight 
The moment of his zenith little knew 
It was the moment of his setting too ; 
For fell paralysis drew near that night. 
Never again Eugene might proudly stand. 
And sway the men who swayed the sceptre of 
his land. 

VI. 

A simple Christmas-Day at home ! And yet 
It was the very zenith of two stars 
That rose together through the cloudy 

bars. 
In bright perpetual conjunction met, 
A day whose memory should never cease, — 
A Coronation-day of Love and Joy and Peace. 

The culmination of two lives that passed 
Through many a chance and change c 

chequered years, 
Each shining for the other, hopes ai 
fears 
Centred within their home ! And now at I 
They gazed upon a clear, calm sky a.xo\md. 
And rested in their love, Oaat da.^ ^v 
crowned. 
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Bernard and Constance had no wish beyond 

Each other's gladness, and the fuller good 

Of those belovM ones who blithely stood 

Around the Christmas fire, — ^the fair and fond, 

The strong and merry, sons and daughters 

grown 
In closest unity, — rich treasures all their own. 

Bright arrows of full quiver I still unshot 
By ruthless bow of Time and scattered 

wide. 
Still in the sweet home-bundle tightly tied. 
Though feathered for the flight from that 
safe spot. 
Flight when ? and whither ? Ah me ! who 

might say 
What should befall before another Christmas- 
Day I 

Closer they clustered in the twilight fall. 
And talked of pleasant memories of the 

year. 
And then of pleasant prospects far and 
near; 
Each name responding at eadk ^e^^ c:^« 
The merry mention of a dear xiam<& \3cl«^ 
H&d never yet been hushed by airf etK^VJ ^'2^'^'^- 
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But, most of all, the gladness and the pride 
Circled around the eldest brother's name ; 
His first success, his rising college fame, 
Made merriest music at that warm fireside ; 
And in the parent-hearts deep echoes thrilled. 
As the repeated chord proclaimed fond hopes 
iulfilled. 

No dim presentiment of sorrow fell 
Upon that zenith hour of happiness, 
Perhaps the brightest that could ever bless 
A merely earthly lot ; the purest well 
Of natural joy, unselfish, undefiled. 
Up-springing to the day, wliilc heaven above it 
smiled. 

And so the evening hours sped swiftly by. 
And Christmas carols closed the happy time. 
And Christmas bells, in sweet wind- wafted 
chime^ 
Stole softly through the shutters. Not a sigh 
With music of the gay good-night was blent. 
No discord in that full, harmonious content. 

What then ? Bernard and CoTk^Nasi^^ \toJ«*« 
fill lay 
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A long, long while, unwilling each to tell 

That, as the midnight tolled, it seemed the 

knell 

Of the great gladness of that Christmas-Day- 

" Oh, what if it should prove too bright to last, 

Clear shining that precedes the wild and rainy 

blast I " 

And they were right It could not come again ! 
Sickness, and scattering, and varied woe, 
Yet nothing but the lot of most below, 
Soon marred the music of tliat perfect strain, 
And though the westering path had many a 

gleam, 
That zenith joy was but an oft-remembered 
dream. 

VII. 

A soft spring twilight Cherry blossoms white 

Whispered about the summer they were told 

Was coming, when the beech trees would 

nnfold 

Their homy buds, and chestnuts would be 

dight 

In great green leaves. ** What will become of 

us?" \ 

' They wondered ! And they sbWet^ «a SJtvei \ 
questioned thus. 
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For the east wind came by, with curfew bell 
Upon his wings, and touched them 

stealthily. 
Shrivelling the tender leaves. And silently 
In their sweet white array the blossoms fell. 
Ah for the zenith of the cherry tree ! 
Yet U it past, although the snowy glories be? 

Wait for the shining of the summer day ; 
Wait for the crimson glow amid the green ; 
Wait for the wealth of ruby ripeness, seen 
After the fitful spring has passed away. 
Wait till the Master comes, with His own hand 
To find His pleasant fruit in clusters rich and 
grand. 

Yes, soft spring twilight ! And a bowing 
head; 
A kneeling form amid the shadows grey ; 
A heart from which the hopes had passed 
away. 
That made life exquisite as the blossoms 
shed 
Around that open window ; — ^axvd a. llviob 
Of dull grey pain, that rose, and loict,d oxv^Vaw 
deep sob. 
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Only the zenith of his youth had passed, 
And scarcely that. Yet perhaps the 

saddest time 
Is while the echo of the matin chime 
Has hardly died away in silence vast : 
Sadder to realize the noonday height, 
Than the slow-gathering shades of long im- 
pending night. 



It did not seem that there could ever be 
Another zenith, different, and bright 
With grander hopes, and far more glorious 
light 
Than all the spells of syren minstrelsy, 
And all the love and gladness that entwined 
The merry paths of youth for ever left behind. 



For Godfrey had no special powers to spur 
To emulation in the great world-race, 
No special gifts or aims ; — the open 
space 
A possible joy had filled — the dieaxa. ol Vw 
\Vho might have been and yet -was tioI Vo \i^ 
Queen of his life ! and now— the daxV^x^^^^ 
throne was free ! 
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Free ! Vet Anolher ckiraed that emply 

throne. 

And in the twilight He was drawing neai, 

'Midallthose&hadawsordimgrief, and fear, 

And sense of vanity. The King unknown, 

Unrecognised us yel, was come lo reign. 

And ytt lo croivn the life that owned ils life 

And wliile [he spring airs trembled through 
(he trees, 
Tlie gricLous Wind thit bloweth where it 

IMS 
Dispersed the fallacies, the world-breathed 

Th.it hid unseen realities. That Breeie 
Unveiled the myateties of hidden sin, 
And lei the ali-searcliing Light flash startlingly 
within. 
I'hcn the vague weariness was roused indeed 
And passed away for ever, as he saw 
The nearer lightnings o( the holy law 
Through suddenly deepening darkness ; then 
the need, 
/ More of a Saviour than mere safely, dawned 
In lurid daybreak, as he glimpsei I'iie. e " " 
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Close at his feet — those careless 

So merrily a harmless-seemin 

Of merely useless pleasure, b; 

Of custom, and yet never came 

Never yet stepped upon the Livin 

That only leads to life and everlas 

Again that holy Breeze swept h 
And fanned each faint desir( 

flame; 
He said, **0 bid me come 
He came. 
Just as he was, that memorable 
And lo ! the King, who waited at 
Entered to save, to reign, and t 
more. 

And then he saw those awful li] 
Through the cleft heavens U] 

Tree 
That stood upon a mount call 
And knew that stroke had sp 
ball: 
And then the earthquake dosed X' 
While be stood all imscal\ied» 
overthrow. 
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" Stood," said I ? Nay ! in wondc: 
love 
As on that more than vision < 

gazed, 

He fell at his Deliverer's feet, and 

With a new sweetness, sweet as harp: 

The Glorious One, whose royal grace hi 

The aimless wanderer, who never gr 

craved. 

Far in the night this wondrous watch 
With the unslumbering Shepherd, 

joy, 

The first he ever knew without all 
FUled all his soul with light. At 
slept, 
Wrapped in this strange new peace 

steady beam 
Made all his past life seem a sinful, 
dream. 

What then ? It was no zenith, tho 
star 
Of life shone out at radiant heig 
/ dimmed 

Each previous gleam to gloom VX 
rimmed 



/ 
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The shifting clouds, Tvith something, that, 

from far, 
Might have been fancied light, yet only made 
The darkness more discerned, the spirit more 

afraid. 



Rather it was the rising ! the first hour 
Of the true shining, that should rise and 

rise 
From glory imto glory, through God's 
skies, 
In strengthening brightness and increasing 
power. 
A rising with no setting, for its height 
Could only culminate in God's eternal light. 



The feeble glimmer of the former days, 
The hope, the love, the very glee, that 

paled 
Just at their seeming zenith, and then 
failed 
Of fuller sparkling, — all the scattered rays 
Were caught up and transflg^lxe^/Ya.>^^^^^.^& 
0/ the new life of love, atvd e.xv«^> »sA 
pr9,he. 
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The joy of loyal service to the King 

Shone through them all, and lit up zytber 

lives 
With the new fire of faith, that ever 
strives. 
Like a swift-kindling beacon, far to fling 
The tidings of His victory, and claim 
New subjects for His realm, new honour for 
His Name. 

And so the years flowed on, and only cast 
Light, and more light, upon the shining 

way. 
That more and more shone to the perfect 
day; 
Always intenser, clearer than the past; 
Because they only bore him, on glad wing, 
Nearer the Light of Light, the Presence of the 
King. 



L 



Who recks the short recession of a wave 
In the strong flowing of a tide ? And so 
Without a pang could Godfrey leave below 
Successive earthly zeniths, while he gave 
A glad glance upward to the rainbow Throne, 
And joyously pressed on to nobler heights 
alone. 






And then the music floated on the wind, 
A constant carol of glad tidings told, 
Of how the lives the One Life doth unfold 
Are ever with that Life so closely twined, 
That nought can separate, below, above. 
And life itself is one long miracle of love. 



At last the gentle tone was heard, that falls 
In all-mysterious sweetness on the ear 
That long has listened, longing, without 
fear, 
Because so well it knows the Voice that 
calls; 

Z Though only <}nce that solemn call is heard, 
While angel' songs take up the edcioes ol ^t \ 
word, \ 
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** Friend, go up higher ! " So he took that 
night 
The one grand step, beyond the stars of 

God, 
Into the splendour, shadowless and broad. 
Into the everlasting joy and light 
The zenith of the earthly life was come : 
What marvel that the lips were for the moment 
dumb ! 



What then ? Eye hath not seen, ear hath 
not heard ! 
Wait till thou too hast fought the noble 

strife. 
And won, through Jesus Christ, the crown 
ofUfe! 
Then shalt thou know the glory of the word. 
Then as the stars for ever — ever shine. 
Beneath the King's own smile, — perpetual 
Zenith thine ! 

September i \th^ 1S77. 



■■ **w His ^ '°'"y- 
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Oh, if our ears ivere opensd 

To liear as angels do 
Tbe Inlereession-chonis 

Arising (ull and true, 
We shoald liear il soft up-welling 

In mgrning's pearly light; 
Through evening's shadows swelling 

In grandly gathering might; 
The sultry silence filling 

Of noontide's thunderous glowj 
And the solemn starlight thrilling 

With ever-deepening flow. 

We shoiuld hear it through the rushing 

or the city's restless loar, 
And trace its gentle gushing 

O'er ocean's crystal floor : 
We should hear it far up-floating 

Beneath the Orient moon, 
And catch the golden noting 

From the busy Western noon ; 
.And pine-robed heights would echo 

As the mystic chant up-float?, 
And the sunny plain Resound again 

With the myriad -mingling notes. 

IfSo are the btesed mmisteis 
Of this tror/d-gathering ba-tiit 



/ 
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In Jesus (Jhrist our L,ord, 
And know the might And love the lijjht 
Of the Spirit in the Word. 

Yet there are some who see not 

Their calling high and grand, 
Who seldom pass the portals, 

And never boldly stand 
Before the golden altar 

On the crimson-stainM floor. 
Who wait afar and falter, 

And dare not hope for more. 
Will ye not join the blessed ranks 

In their beautiful array? 
Let- intercession blend with thanks 

As ye minister to-day ! 

There are little ones among them, 

ChUd-ministers of prayer, 
White robes of intercession 
TbosG tiny servants wear. 
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First for the near and dear ones 

Is that fair ministry, 
Then for the poor black children, 

So far beyond the sea. 
The busy hands are folded. 

As the little heart uplifts 
In simple love, To God above. 

Its prayer for all good gifts. 

There are hands too often weary 

With the business of the day, 
"With God-entrusted duties, 

Who are toiling while they pray. 
They bear the golden vials. 

And the golden harps of praise. 
Through all the daily trials, 

Through all the dusty ways. 
These hands, so tired, so faithful. 

With odours sweet are filled. 
And in the ministry of prayer 

Are wonderfully skilled. 

There are ministers unlettered, 
Not of Earth's great and wise. 

Yet mighty and unfettered 
Their eagle-prayers arise. 
Free of the heavenly storeVvow%e \ 

For they hold the mastet-Vey 



That opens all the fulness 

Of God's great treasury. 
They bring the needs of others. 

And all things are their own, 
I**or their one grand claim Is Jesu*s name 

Before their Father's throne. 

There are noble Christian workers, 

The men of faith and power, 
The overcoming wrestlers 

Of many a midnight hour ; 
Prevailing princes with their God, 

Who will not be denied. 
Who bring down showers of blessing 

To swell the rising tide. 
The Prince of Darkness quaileth 

At their triumphant way, 
Their fervent prayer availeth 

To* sap his subtle sway. 

But in this temple service 

Are sealed and set apart 
Arch-priests of intercession. 

Of undivided heart. 
The fulness of anointing 

On these is doubly shed, 
The consecration of their God 

Is on each low-bowtd X^coA. 



These «v^»« .^^.priesAood 
To *e !?'• , otdavned, jfeoj»g 

. „ unseen store. ^^4, sliaft » 
^ Those ttetnhM* 




.cen^e all His o\v 
-more the Fallier 
Sends radiaatly do\Yn 
All -marvellous response!;, 



se cloud relumiiig 

As golden blessing- showers, 

We in each drop discerning 

Some feeble prayer of ours. 
Transmuted into wealth unpriced, 

By Him who givelh thus 
Th-y glory all to Jesrs Christ, 
7fte ghdness all to uj i 

September, \%T1 
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— ■ rn^ waters- 6i 

^*« '^to^'^Ss can ^ 
Touting and ^ ^^^ 

voice of «7Xr - 

i,.re it leade*' 

V^' '^'huS of ^o''*"' 
^tosthet«J 

Silent in Its gi 

A sound tiivwnP^* 

^^ *'lS teatVnS 
Every pi^ "* .„^. setSvcv^ 

Quick, »r»?^teS. 
To the vKW^ ^* - 



is ShadowJ* 

s are wreathing 
ing foam, 
scending, 
luty blending 
iant home. 

y longing 
)f sight, 
Tender 
; splendour 
g of might. 

id hidden 

along ; 
(spection, 

reflection 
the song. 

t, lifted 
dulling mists, 
nger moulding, 
i, enfolding, 
'here it lists. 



The Voice of Many Waters, 63 

Far away we hear it. 

Floating from the sky; 
Mystic echo, falling 
Through the stars, and calling 

From the thrones on high. 

There are voices romid us. 

Busy, quick, and loud; 
All day long we hear them. 
We are still so near them. 

Still among the crowd. 

Yet amid the clamour 

Falls it, faint and sweet. 
Like the softest harp-tone 
Passing every sharp tone 

Down the noisy street. 

To the soul-recesses 

Cleaving then its way, 
Waking hidden yearning, 
Unwilled impulse turning 

To the Far-away. 

Far away and viewless, 

Yet not all unknown — x 

In ^t murmur tracing \ 

Soft noits interlacing; 
V^itli familiar tone. 



■»■*■ 
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Voice of many waters 

From the heights above t 
Hushing, luring slowly 
With its influence holy, 
With its song of love. 



/ 



Following where it leadeth^ 

Pilgrim feet shall stand, 
"Where the holy millions 
Throng the fair pavilions 
In the Glorious Land ; 

Where the sevenfold '* Worthy " 

Hails the King of kings, 
Blent with golden clashing 
Of the crowns, and flashing 
Of cherubic wings ; 

Rolls the Amen chorus, 
Old, yet ever new; 



Infinite surprise 
"^^ immortal po»<,n. 

^««"ent and st,^. 

■*"'' to know thl *''»<'eft 

Of the IT ^ '^ondere 

tfie home oflight. 

Every \^ ™'''^'' "«»rer. 
^•y moment clearer 
*rom the Tfc ' 

* ^Awne of Qod. 
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SHE chose His service. For the Lord c 
Had chosen her, and paid the awfu 
For her redemption ; and had sought h 
And set her free, and clothed her glorioi 
And put His royal ring upon her hand, 
And crowns of lovingkindness on her he 
She chose it. Yet it seemed she cou 

yield 
The fuller measure other lives could brii 
For He had given her a precious gift, 
A treasure and a charge to prize and ket 
A tiny hand, a darling hand, that traced 
On her heart's tablet words of golden lo 
And there was not much room for othei 
For time and thoucht were spent, (and i 



^-^^j rtuu more prais 
-•cj me should yield to Him. And so H 

came, 
The Master came Himself, and gently took 
The little hand in I lis, and gave it room 
Among the angel-harpers. Jesus came 
And laid His own hand on the quivering heart, 
And made it very still, that He might write 
Invisible words of power — " Free to serve !" 
Then through the darkness and the chill He 

sent 
V heat-ray of His love, developing 
Tie mjrstic writing, till it glowed and shone 
nd lit up all her life with radiance new, — 
he happy service of a yielded heart, 
'ith comfort that He never ceased to give 
ecause her need could n^v/*- — 




His Shadow!* 



)t cross out one sweet word 
veetcr, — but to grave 
e for ever to His praise, 
deepest heart-desire, 
first may read the line 
! " but He shall wipe away 
ir the vision, till it read 
I letters "Free to serve!" 
makes free is free indeed. 

aiming His good gifts, 
J, doth the Master write 
the heart. Not always needs 
lessed line of love 
st inscription. WTiere He 

the "lines left out," 

ve been" engraved with 



Coming in the King, 69 

it freedom of Eternity, 

J ** shall serve Him** while we see 

ice, 

nd for ever •* Free to serve.** 



)MING TO THE KING. 
2 Chronicles ix. 1-12. 

IE from very far away to see 

; King of Salem ; for I had been told 

ory and of wisdom manifold, 

idescension infinite and free. 

1 1 rest, when I had heard His fame, 

rk lonely land of death from whence 

ime? 

(but not like Sheba's queen,) alone! 
ately train, no costly gifts to bring ; 
iend at court, save One, that One the 

quests io spread loetet'B.Ss^'tQrafc^ 
questions none cou\d ^oVvt lox "Kifc<» 
ieep, and full oi avjl\3\ Ta^^^.«^- 
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I came and communed with that mighty King, 
And told Him all my heart ; I cannot say, 
In mortal ear, what communings were they. 
But wouldst thou know, go too, and meekly 
bring 
All that is in thy heart, and thou shalt hear 
His voice of love and power, His answers sweet 
and clear. 

O happy end of every weary quest I 

He told me all I needed, graciously ; — 
-Enough for guidance, and for victory 
O'er doubts and fears, enough for quiet rest ; 
And when some veiled response I could not 

read. 
It was not hid from Him, — this was enough 
indeed. 

His wisdom and His glories passed before 
My wondering eyes in gradual revelation; 
The house that He had built, its strong 
foundation. 
Its living stones ; and, brightening more and 
more. 
Fair glimpses of that palace far away, 
Where all His loyal ones sVvaW. ^v«^vj\SJa.'«xECL 
for aye. 



\ 
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True the report that reached my far-off land 
Of all His wisdom and transcendent fame ; 
Yet I believM not until I came, — 
Bowed to the dust till raised by royal hand. 
The half was never told by mortal word ; 
My King exceeded all the fame that I had heard! 

Oh, happy are His servants ! happy they 
WIio stand continually before His face. 
Ready to do His will of wisest grace ! 
My King ! is mine such blessedness to-day? 
For I too hear Thy wisdom, line by line, 
Thy ever brightening words in holy radiance 
shine. 

Oh, blessed be the Lord thy God, who set 
Our King upon His throne ! Divine delight 
In the Beloved crowning Thee with might, 
'Honour, and majesty supreme ; and yet 
The strange and Godlike secret opening thus, — 
The kingship of His Christ ordained through 
love to us ! 

What shall I render to my glorious King ? 

I have but that which I receive from Thee ; 

And what I give. Thou givest back to me. 
Transmuted by Thy touch ; each wortl\ks& 
thin^ 



73 " Under His Shadoiv." 

Changed to the pteciousncss of gem or gold. 
And by Thy blessing multiplied a thousand fold. 

All my desire Thou grantest, whatsoe'er 
I ask 1 Was ever mythic tale or dream 
So bold as this reality,— this Blream 
Of boundless blessings flowing full and free! 
Yet more than I have thought or asked ol 

Thee. 
Out of Thy royal bounty sliU Thou givesl me. 

Now I will turn to my own land, ind tell 
What I myself have seen and heard ol 

Thee, 
And give Thhie own sweet message 
" Come and see !" 
And yet in heart and mind for ever dwell 
With Thee, my King of Peace, in loyal test,' 
Wilhb the fair pavilion of Thy presence blest' 

" Surety in whal place my Lord the King dull bs, 



Far More Exceeding, 



FAR MORE EXCEEDING, 

Koff vrepPoX^v els inrep^oK^v, — 2 Cor. iv. 

* * TJ* ROM glory unto glory I " Thank G 

X^ that even here 
The starry words are shining out, our heavt 

ward way to cheer ! 
That e'en among the shadows the conquerin 

brightness glows, 
As ever from the nearing Light intenser radi' 

ance flows. 

** From glory unto glory I" Shall the grand 

progression fail 
When the darkling glass is shattered as we pass 

within the veil ? 
Shall the joyous song of ** Onward !" at once 

for ever cease, 
And the swelling music culminate in monotone 

of peace ? 

Shall the fuller life be sundered at the portal ol 

its bliss, 
'rem the principle of growth entwined wUb 
every nerve of this ? 
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Shall (he holy Uw of progress 

ccpealed, 
And tlie moment of relca.Lnt' 

glory sualcd ? 

The lender touch of moonlight 

quietly run. 
The lustre of the planet, circliii 

the sun, 

btaie, 

"Fronigloij unto Elory"leadi 
ing gaze. 

Then onward, ever anwaid. ih 

(Dirk barrier betivcen the »uii3 c 

ond this,) 
Unia the raeasuteuiiit mi.cks 

human thought, 
Aiid space and time couiLningle 

is feebly sought. 

Till, in that wider ocean, Jeep 

J«p, 
Sur- glories with atlendanl woili 

ins as they sivcep 
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Around their unseen centre, that point of mystic 

power. 
In uii imagined cycles, where an age is but an houi. 

Then ! onward and yet onward ! for the dim 

revealings show 
That systems unto systems in grand succession 

grow. 
That what we deemed a volume but one golden 

verse may be, 
One rhythmic cadence in the flow of God's 

great poetry. 

That what we deemed a symphony waa one all- 
thrilling bar 

Through aisles of His great temple resounding 
full and far ; 

That what we deemed an ocean was a shallow 
by the shore ! 

Then ! onward yet, in eagle flight, through the 
Infinite we soar — 

"From glory unto glory," till the spirit faik ; 

and then 
Illimitable vistas still opening to our ken. 
Mysterious immensities of otdei axA ol^^^^c^.^ \ 
Stretch /ar beyond our iaTl\ies\. ^qwj^dX, ^s» \ 
thmgtit beyond our sigjal. 
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Then let our hearts be surely fixed where truest 

joys are found, 
And let our burning, loving praise, yet more 

and more abound ; 
And, gazing on the ** things not seen," eternal 

in the skies, 
** From glory unto glory," O Saviour, let us 

rise ! 



" THE SPLENDOUR OF GOD'S WILLr 

IN the freshness of the springtime. 
In the beauty of the May, 
When the swift-winged breezes carolled, 

And the lambs were all at play. 
And the birds were blithe and busy, 
Upon her couch she lay. 

Like a lily bruised and drooping. 

Before its early flower 
Had fully opened to the sun, 

Or reached a noontide hour; 
Broken and yet more ItagtMA. 
For the heavy -bealm^ s\\ov«et. 



\ 
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wiinoui one glad sight 
Of a starry primrose growing, 

Or a brooklet swift and bright, 
And without one bounding footstep 

On a field with daisies white. 

It was not the first springtime ; 

And it might not be the last' 
In weariness and suffering 

Thus t6 be slowly passed • 
For when the young feet cannot move 

Months do not travel fast. 

And yet she saw what others 
Have never sought or seen, 
A splendour more than spring-light 
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O words of golden music 
Caught from the harps on high. 

Which find a glorious anthem 
Where we have found a sigh, 

And peal their grandest praises 
Just where ours faint and die! 

O words of holy radiance 

Shining on every tear. 
Till it becomes a rainbow, 

Reflecting, bright and clear, 
Our Father's love and glory 

So wonderful, so dear! 

O words of sparkling power, 

Of insight full and deep ! 
Shall they not enter other hearts 

In a grand and gladsome sweep, 
And lift the lives to songs of joy 

That only droop and weep ? 

For her, God's will was suffering, 

Just waiting, lying still ; 
Days passing on in weariness, 
In shadows deep and chill ; 
/ And yet she had begun to ?»ee \ 

/ The splendour of God's V\\\\ >. 



he splendour of Go^s IVill." 8l 

oh, it is a splendour. 

glow of majesty, 
lyslery of beauty, 

we will only see ; 
fery cloud of glory 
Enfolding you and me. 

splendour that is lighted 
At one (ranscendenl flame, 
he wondrous Love, the perfect Love, 
Our Father's sweetest name ; 
'ot His very Name, and Essence, 
And His will, axe all the same. 

fi. splendour that is shining 

Upon His cliildren's way, 
rhat guides the willirg footstepEi 

That do not want to stray, 
ind tbat leads thcra ever onwatJ 

Unto the perfect day. 

K splendour that illumines 

The' abysses of the Fast 
had m.arvcU of the Future, 

Sublime and hiight and nasi \ 
WhUe <f'-T our liny I'tescM. 
A Bood of Itght is cast. 
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No twilight falls upon it, 
No shadow dims its ray. 

No darkness overcomes it, 
No night can end its day ; 

It hath unending triumph 
And everlasting sway. 

Blest will of God ! most glorious, 
The very fount of grace, 

Whence all the goodness floweth 
That heart can ever trace — 

Temple whose pinnacles are love. 
And faithfulness its base. 



/ 



Blest will of God ! whose splendour 

Is dawning on the world, 
On hearts in which Christ's banner 

Is manfully unfurled, 
On hearts of childlike meekness. 

With dew of youth impearled. 

O Spirit of Jehovah, 

Reveal this glory still ! 
That many an empty chalice 
Sweet tlzanks and praise ma^ ^U, 
When, like this "little one," tVvt^ sftfc 
"The splendour of God's V\\\^'\ 



The Two Paths, 



That faith may win the visioi 
That hers hath early won, 

And gaze upon the splendoui 
And o^^^l the cloudless sun 

And join the seraph song of 
And sing "Thy will be d( 



THE TWO PATHS 
Via Dolorosa and Via Gi 

[Suggested by a Picture.] 

MY Master, they have wronge 
Thy love ! 
They only told me I should find tl: 
A Via Dolorosa all the way ! 
Even Thy sweetest singers only sai 
Of pressing onward through the 

thorns, 
"With bleeding footsteps, through tl 

mist, 
Following and struggling t\\\ VYie 

The rest, the sunshine of the iai 
The anthems o£ the pilgrimage ^ 



view. 
Soiled blossoms not worth gathering, and the 

noise 
Of wheels instead of silence of the hills, 
Or music of the waterfalls ? Oh, why 
Should they misrepresent Thy words, and make 
" Narrow " synonymous with ** very hard " ? 

For Thou, Divinest Wisdom, Thou hast said 
Thy ways are ways of pleasantness, and all 
Thy paths are peace ; and that the path of him 
"Who wears Thy perfect robe of righteousness 
Is as the light that shineth more and more 
Unto the perfect day. And Thou hast given 
An olden promise, rarely quoted now,* 
Because it is too bright for our weak faith : 
** If they obey and serve Him, they shall spend 
Days in prosperity, and they shall spend 

•Job xxxW. 11. 



A 
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Master, I set my seal that Thou art true, 
Of Thy good promise not one thing hath failed ! 
And I would send a ringing challenge forth, 
To all who know Thy name, to tell it out. 
Thy faithfulness to every written word. 
Thy lovingkindness crowning all the days, — 
To say and sing with me : ** The Lord is good. 
His mercy is for ever, and His truth 
Is wiitten on each page of all my life ! " 
Yes ! there is tribulation, but Thy power 
Can blend it with rejoicing. Tliere are thorns, 
But they have kept us in the narrow way, 
The King's highway of holiness and peace. 
And there is chastening, but the Father's love 
Flows tlirough it ; and would any trusting heart 
Forego the chastening and forego the love ? 
And every step leads on to ** more and more," 
From strength to strength Thy pilgrims pass 

and sing 
The praise of Him who leads them on and on, 
I^rom glory unto glory, even here \ 




■ OF MERCY, PREPARED 
UNTO GLORY." 

{Rom. L.. =j,) 
of mercy, prepared unto glorjr I 
your calliag and [his is yonr joy! 
lCht yeai unfolding before ye, 
c term; of your blessed employ. 

y be, all empty and broken, 
he Hand of inscrutable skill j 
ept tlie mysterious token !) 



y be, not costly or Eolden ; 
nay be, of qimnlity small, 
til in the Sure Place upholder), 
iver and never to fall. 



lour, made sncred and holy, 
s use of the Master we love, 
■ice all simple nnd lo-wVj , 
Jay, for ihc tcmpYe atoie.. 
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Yes, though the vessels be fragile and earthen, 
God hath commanded His glory to shine ; 

Treasure resplendent henceforth is our burthen, 
Excellent power, not ours but Divine. 

s COR. hr. S <^ 

Chosen in Christ ere the dawn of Creation, 
Chosen for Him, to be filled with His grace, 

Chosen to carry the streams of salvation 
Into each thirsty and desolate place. 

ACTSiz. IS 

Take all Thy vessels, O glorious Finer, 
Purge all the dross, that each chalice may be 

Pure in Thy pattern, completer, diviner. 
Filled with Thy glory and shining for Thee. 

PROV. XXV. 4. 

Caswell Road, Nov. 2^rd, 1878. 



ONLY FOR JESUS. 

ONLY for Jesus ! Lord, keep it for ever 
Sealed on the heart and engraved on 
the life I 
Pulse of all gladness and nerve oi etAcaNO\«, 
Secret of rest, and the strengj\i ot csva s\f>Sfe. 



DaUy Afterwards. 



DAILY AFTERWARDS. 
From F. R. H. to K. T. 
" T^HERE is no ' afterward ' on earth for 
X mel" 
Beloved, 'ds not so I 
That God's own " afterwards " are pledged to 
thee. 
Thy life shall show. 
No "afterward" indeed of great things wrought, 

By willing hands and feet ; 
No sheaf is thine, from wider harvests broitght. 

With singing sweet. 
Fair flowing years of ease and laughing strength. 

With cloudless morning skies. 
Sweet life renewed, and active work at length. 

His love denies. 
But living fruit of righteousness to Hiui 

His chastening shall yield. 
And constant "aTterwards," no longer dim. 

Shall be revealed. 
b it no " afterward " that in thy heart 

Hii Im^ is shed abroad } 
And that His Spirit breathes, ^VuVc caSU^*?**-' 
T6e/te«of God? 



Thut joy in tribulation shall spring forth 

To greet His visits blessed, 
Whose wisdom wakes the south wind or the 
north, 

As He sees best ! 

Shall not longsuffering in thee be wrought, 

To mirror back His own ? 
His gentleness shall mellow every thought, 

And look and tone. 

And goodness ! In thyself dwells no good thing, 

Yet from thy glorious Root 
An ** afterward *' of holiness shall spring — 

Most precious fruit ! 

The trial of ^y faith from hour to hour 

Shall yield a grand increase ; 
He shall fulfil the work of faith with power 

That cannot cease. 

And all around shall praise Him as they see 

The meekness of thy Lord ; 
Thus, even here and now, how blest shall be 

Thy sure reward ! 

This pleasant fruit it shall be thine to lay 

At thy Beloved's feet, 
The ripening clusters gicovnxi^ Aa.>j \yj da?f 
MoT^ full and sweet. 



, *o renned gold, in thee shall shine 
His image, no more dim ; 
Then shall the endless ** afterward ** be thine 
Of rest with Him. 



SUNDA y NIGHT. 

REST him, O Father ! Thou didst send 
him forth 
Vith great and gradoiis messages of love ; 
at Thy ambassador is weary now, 
om with the weight of his high embassy. 
)w care for him as Thou hast cared for as 
sending him; and cause him tr» ^*' 
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Rest him, dear Master 1 He hath poured 

The wine of joy, and we have been refreshed. 
Now fiU his chalice, give him sweet new 

draughts 
Of life and love, with Thiue own band ; be 

Thou 
His rainistrant to-night ; draw very near 
In all Thy tenderness and all Thy power. 
Oh speak to him I Thou knowest how to speak 
A word in season to Thy weary ones. 
And he is weaiy now. Tliou lovest him — 
Let Thy disciple lean upon Thy breast. 
And, leaning, gain new strength to " rise and 

Rest him, O loving Spirit 1 Let Thjr calm 
Fall on his soul to-night. O holy Dove, 
Spread Thy bright wing above him, let him 

rest 
Beneath its shadow ; let him know afresh 
Tlte inliDite truth and might of Thy dear 

"Our Comforter!" As gentlest touch will 
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Each oversiraining throb, each pulsing pain 
Then, in the stillness, breathe upon the strii 
And let Thy holy music overflow 
With soothing power his listening, resting S4 



MEMORIAL NAMES. 

THE High Priest stands before the Mc 
Seat, 
And on his breast bright mingling jeA 

flames 
Reflect Shechinah light ; twelve patris 
names 
Flash where the emerald and sapphire me( 
Sardius and diamond. With softer beam. 
From mystic onyx on his shoulder place* 
Deep graven, never altered or erased. 
The same great names, in birthday order, gle 
May each name written here be thus engra 
Set in the place of power, the place of I4 
And borne in sweet memorial above. 
By Him who loved and chose, redeemed 

saved. * 

Be each dear name, the greatest and the le 
Always upon the heart ot oMt Hv^ ^t«^ 
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PRECIOUS THIN 

OWHAT shining revelatioi 
Eure9 God hslh given I 
Predous things of grace and j 
things of earlh and heaven. 
Holy Spirit, now unlocic tbi 

mighty golden key. 
Royal jewels of !he kingdom lei 



Christ is pieciouj, oil most pre 

God Ihe Father sealed -,~ 
i'earPoT greatest price and trei 

yet to us revealed ;' 
Hia own people's crown of £ 

splendent diadem ;° 
More ' than Ihousind worlds, an 

all life and lore to them. 



ijohnii 
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Precious Things, 95 

III. 

" Behold, I lay jp Zion a chief corner stone, elect, 
precious.*' — i Pet. u. 6. 

Marvellous * and very precious is the Comer 

Stone Elect : 
Though rejected ^ by the builders, chosen ' by 

the Architect. 
All-supporting,* all«uniting, and all-crovming, 

tried* and sure ; 
True Foundation,* yet true Headstone' of His 

temple bright and pure. 

' Ps. cxviii. 23. • Ps. cxviii. 92 ; Isa. liii. 3. • x 
Pet. ii. 4. * £ph. ii. 20-29 ; iv. 15, x6. ^ Isa. xxviii. x6. 
• X Cor. iii. ix. 7 Zech. vf. 7. 

IV. 

•* Ye know that ye were not redeemed with corrupt- 
ible things, . . . but with the precious blood of 
Christ, as of a lamb without blemish and without 
spot."^x Pet. L 18, 19. 

Now, in reverent awe and wonder, touch the 

theme of deepest laud,* 
Precious blood of Christ that bought^ us and 

hath made us nigh^ to God 1 
His own* blood, O love imfathomed ! shed for 

those who loved Him not ;* 
Mighty fountain alwa3rs open,* cleansing? us 

from every spot. 

* Rev. V. 9. * Acts XX. 28. » Eph. ii. 13. * Heb. 
ix. xs. s Rom. V. xo. *Zech. xm. 1. *> x "icJcvTvv. i. 
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V. 

** How precious also are Thy thoughts unto me, O 
God f how great is the sum of them ! - Ps, cxxxix. 17. 

Oh how wonderful^ and precious are Thy 
thoughts to us, O God ! 

Outlined in creation, blazoned on redemp- 
tion's banner broad ; 

Infinite and deep^ and dazzling as the noontide 
heavens' above ; 

Yet more wonderful to usward are Thy 

thoughts of peace* and love. 

I Ps. xl. 5, X7. * Ps. xcii. 5 ; Rom. xL 33, 34. 
* Isa. Iv. 8, 9. * Jet. xxix. xx. 

VI. 

''Whereby are given unto us exceeding great and 
precious promises, that by these ye might be partakers 
of the Divine nature." — a Pet. i. 4. 

Then, exceeding great and precious are Thy 

promises Divine ; 
Given ^ by Christ, and by the Spirit sealed 

with sweetest ** All* are thine ! ** 
Precious in their peace and power,* in their 

sure * and changeless might ; 
Strengthening,' comforting,* transforming;' 

suns by day and stais by night. 

^ John xvii. X4 ; a Cor. i. 30. * Compare z Cor. iL za 
and iii. ax. > x Thess. ii. X3. * Heb. x. 33 ; Matt 
xxlv. 3S- '^Matt. iv. 4. * Rom. xi» 4. 7 a Pet u 4 
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VII. 
"To them that have obtained like precious faith 
with us through the righteousness of God, and our 
Saviour Jesus Christ.** — a Pet. i. x. 

Precious faith our God hath given : rich ^ in 

faith is rich indeed ! 
Fire-tried ' gold from His own treasury, fully 

meeting every need : 
Channel ' of His grace abounding ; bringing 

peace ^ and joy and light ; 
Purifying,* overcoming;' linking' weakness 

with His might. 

*Jas. ii. 5. 'Rev. iii. 18. • Heb. xi. 53: Rom. 
▼. 8. * Rom. V. X, a. * Acts xv. 9. • x John v. 4. 
7 Isa. xx^i. 5 ; a Cor. xii. 9. 

VIII. 
"The precious ointment upon the head, that ran 
down upon the beard^ even Aaron's beard : that went 
down to the skirts of his garments." — Ps. cxxxiii. s. 

Precious ointment, very costly,* of chief* 
odours pure and sweet,^ 

Holy gift for royal priesthood,* thus for temple- 
service meet ; 

Such the Spirit's precious unction,' oil of glad- 
ness • freely ' shed. 

Sanctifying and abiding ' on the consecrated 

head.' 

1 John xiL 3. * Exod. xxx. ti. * Exod. xxx. 34, 35. 
• Exod. xxx. 30 ; x Pet. ii. 9. * i John vv. "ao. * Vsa.. 
IxL 3. "Titus iiL 5, 6. * 1 joViuu. v\. ^Yan.vvvsu vi.. 
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IX. 

** How excellent {marg. precious) is Thy loving 
kindness, O God ! therefore the children of men pu: 
their trust under the shadow of Thy wings." — Ps 
xxxvi. 7 ; /xa. liv. 8, xo. 

Who shall paint the flash of splendour fron 
the opened casket bright, 

When His precious loving-kindness beam! 
upon the quickened sight ! 

Priceless jewels ever gleaming with imperish- 
able ^ ray, 

God will never take it from 'us, though th< 
mountains ^ pass away. 

J Ps. XXV. 6. * Ps. Ixxxix. 33. • Isa. liv. xo. 

X. 

"It cannot be valued with the sold of Ophit; 
with the precious onyx, or the sapphire. No men 
tion shall be made of coral or of pearls : for the prio 
of wisdom is above rubies." — Job xxviii. x6, x8. 

Far more precious * than the ruby, or tht 

crystaPs ^ rainbow light, 
Valued not with precious onyx or with pear 

and sapphire bright, 
Freely * given to all who ask it, is the wisdon 

from above. 
Pure and peaceable and gentle,* full of fruit 

of life and love. 

^ Prov. iii. 15: xx. 15; xxiv. 4. * Job xxviii. • 
'Jas. i. 5, *Jas. iii. 17. 
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XI. 

** Blessed of the Lord be his land for the precious 
things of heaven, for the dew, and for the deep that 
coucneth beneath, and for the precious fruits brought 
forth by the sun, and for the precious things put forth 
by the moon, and for the chtef things of the ancient 
mountains, and for the precious things of the lasting 
hills, and for the precious things of the earth." — 
Dent, xxxiii. 13-16. 

Nor withhold we glad thanksgiving for His 

mercies ever new,' 
Precious things of earth and heaven, sun and 

rain and quickening dew ; 
Precious fruits and varied crowning' of the 

year His goodness fills, 
Chief things of the ancient mountains, precious 

things of lasting hills. 

' Lam. iii. 23. * Ps. Ixv. xx. 

XII. 

" If thou take forth the precious from the vile, thou 
shall be as My mouth." — Jer, xv. 19. 

Such His gifts : but mark we duly our respon* 

sibility 
Unto Him whose name is Holy, infinite in 

purity ; 
Sin and self no longer serving, take the pre* 

cious from the vile, 
So His power shall rest upon thee, thou shalt 

dwell beneath His smWe. 
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XIII. 

"The precious sons of Zion, comparable to fine 
gold." — Lam. iv. a. 

Sons of Zion, ye are precious In your heavenly 

Father's sight,' 
Ye are His peculiar ' treasure, ye His jewels ' 

of delight ; 
Sought ^ and chosen, cleansed and polished,* 

purchased with transcendent cost,' 
Kept'' in His own royal casket, never, never • 

to be lost. 

1 Isa. xliiL 4. 'Ps. cxxxv. 4. *Mal. iii. 17. *Isa. 
Ixii. 13. ^Ps. cxiiv. 12. * Matt. xiii. 46: Gal. L 4. 
7 1 Pet. i. 5. » John x. a8. 

XIV. 

^ " That the trial of your faith, being much more pnre- 
cious than of gold that perisheth, though it be tried 
with fire, might be found unto praise and honour and 
glory at the appearing of Jesus Christ." — x Pet. L 7. 

Precious, more than gold that wasteth, is the 

trial of your faith, 
Fires ' of anguish or temptation ^ cannot dim 

it, cannot scathe ! 
Your Refiner ' sitteth watching till His image^ 

shineth clear, 
For His glory, praise and honour, when ' the 
Saviour shall appear. 

*Rom. via. ap. • , Pet. iv. 13. 
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XV. 

"Precious in the sight of the Lord is the death ^f 
His saints."— iV. cxvL X5. 

Precious, precious to Jehovah b His children's 

holy sleep ; ' 
He is with them in the passing ^ through the 

waters cold and deep : 
Everlasting' love enfolds them softly, sweetly 

to His breast, 
Everlasting love receives * them to His glory 

and His rest.' 

* z Thess. iv. 14. * Isa. xliii. 2. ■ Jer. xxxi. 3. 
^Ps.bcxiii. 24. *Isa. xi. \o{jniarg.\ 



XVI. 

*' He showed me that great city, the holy Jerusalem, 
descending out of heaven from God, having the glory 
of God : and her light was like unto a stone most pre- 
cious ; even like a jasper stone, clear as crystal" — Rtv, 
xxL xo, zz. 

Pause not here, — the Holy City, glorious in 

God's light, behold ! 
Like unto a stone most precious, clear as 

crystal, pure as gold : 
Strong foundations' fair* with sapphires, 

sardius and chrysolite, 
Blent with amethyst and jacinOa., e.m«2\^ ^^^ 

topaz bright. 

'Rev. xxL ig, 20. * Isa. Uv. \x. 
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XVII. 

' ' A city which hath foundations, whose builder and 
maker is God." — Htb. xi. xo. 

Glorious dwelling of the holy, where no grief * 
or gloom of sin' 

Through the pure and pearly portals * ever- 
more shall enter in : 

Christ its light* and God its temple,* Christ 
its song ^ of endless laud ! 

O what precious consummation of the precious 
things of God ! 

ilsa.xxxv. lo. *Isa. li. i; Rev. xxi. 27. 'Rev. 
xxi. 21. ^ Isa. Ix. 19, so. Rev. xxi. 23. *Rev. xxi. aa. 
• Ps. cxviii. Z4 ; Rev. v. 9-14. 
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TINY TOKENS. 

THE murmur of a waterfall 
A mile away, 
The rustle when a robin lights 

Upon a spray, 
The lapping of a lowland stream 

On dipping boughs. 
The sound of grazing from a herd 

Of gentle cows, 
The echo from a wooded hill 

Of cuckoo's call. 
The quiver through the meadow grass 

At evening fall : — 
Too subtle are these harmonies 

For pen and rule, 
Such music is not understood 

By any school : 
But when the brain is overwrought. 

It hath a spell, 
Beyond ail human skill axvd ^v»«x^ 
To make it well. 
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II. 

The memory of a kindly word 

For long gone by^ 
The fragrance of a fading flower 

Sent lovingly, 
The gleaming of a sudden smile 

Or sudden tear, 
The warmer pressure of the hand, 

The tone of cheer, 
The hush that means ** I cannot speak, 

But I have heard ! " 
The note that only bears a verse 

From God*s own word : — 
Such tiny things we hardly count 

As ministry ; 
The givers deeming they have shown 

Scant sjrmpathy; 
But, when the heart is overwrought, 

Oh who can tell 
The power of such tiny things 

To make it well ! 



z. 
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Only a low ** I wonc 
Nothing unfair at s 

But the whisper groi« 
And a scathing bol 

And a good ship is c 
And hearts are like 

And a Christian life 
For a scarcely-gues 
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...^ aunered you not such death to meet? 

Leaning over the waterfall ! 

What if j^our feet had slipped ? 
^ever a moment of power to call, 

Never a hand in time to save 

From the terrible rush of the ruthless wave I 
learken I would it be ill or well 
If thus }^ou fell ? 

darken I would it be heaven or hell ? 

aning over the waterfall I 

Listen, and learn, and lean ! 
ten to Him whose loving call 
toundeth deep in your heait to-day I 
«am of Jesus, the onl^ — 
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Leaning over the waterfall 1 

Only a day before 
She had spoken of Jesu's wondrous call. 

As He trod the waves of Galilee. 
They asked, as she gazed from the sunset 

shore, 
** If He walked that water, what would you 

do?" 
Then fell the answer, glad and true, 

** If He beckoned me, 
I would go to Him on the pathless sea." 



Leaning over the waterfall 
Only a moment before ! 

And then the slip, the helpless call, 
The plunge unheard in the pauseless roar 
By the startled watchers on the shore ; 

And the feet that stood by the ivaterfall 
So fair and free. 

Are standing with Christ by the crj'stal sea. 



Leaning over the waterfall ! 
Have you not often leaut — 
(What should hinder"? ox vcVaX. ;v>^^?\"!\ 
*=*— -.V fearlessly, over iVke \itw^fw. 



Leaning over the Waterfall. in 

Merrily glancing adown the stream, 
Or gazing rapt in a musical dream 

At the lovely waters ? But pause and think — 
Who kept your feet, 

And suffered you not such death to meet? 

Leaning over the waterfall ! 

What if your feet had slipped ? 
Never a moment of power to call, 

Never a hand in time to save 

From the terrible rush of the ruthless wave I 
Hearken I would it be ill or well 

If thus you fell ? 
Hearken ! would it be heaven or hell ? 

Leaning over the waterfall ! 

Listen, and learn, and lean ! 
Listen to Him whose loving call 

Soundeth deep in your heart to-day ! 

Learn of Jesus, the only way. 
How to be holy, how to be blest ! 

Lean on His breast. 
And yours shall be safety and joy and rest 
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FOREST VOICES. 

THE forest hath its voices, 
Whose sweetness aye rejoices, 
Or soothes the spirit wondrously ; 
Borne on their leafy wings, 
They tell of quiet things 
And mingle in strange harmony. 

There is a murmuring song, 

A cadence soft and long, 
Evoking dreams of still delight ; 

There is a clarion note, 

Whose blithesome echoes float 
Chasing the darkling spells of grief and 

There is a whispering sound 

Within the forest-bound. 
Telling the heart of things unseen ; 

That nameless holy thrill 

Passeth o'er vale and hill 
And through the dark and lone ravine. 

It is a harp sublime 

With ever-varying chime, 
Awakening feelings ever new ; 

For, tuned by Him who made 

The all-harmonious shade. 
Each fbrest'VOice is sweet and true. 



The Turned Lesson, 1 1 3 



THE TURNED LESSON. 

"T THOUGHT I knew it !" she said, 

X *<I thought I had learnt it quite 1" 
But the gentle Teacher shook her head, 

With a grave yet loving light 
In the eyes that fell on the upturned face, 

As she gave the book 
With the mark still set in the self-same 
place. 

*'I thought I knew it !" she said; 

And a heavy tear fell down, 
As she turned away with bending head. 

Yet not for reproof or frown, 
Not for the lesson to learn again, 

Or the play hour lost ; — 
It was something else that gave the pain. 

She could not have put it in words. 

But her Teacher understood. 
As God understands the chirp of the birds 

In the depth of an autumn wood. 
And a quiet touch on the reddening cheek 

Was quite enough ; 
N? ueed to question, no need to s^esk. 



/ 



114 ''Under His Shadow:* 

Then the gentle voice was heard, 
"Now I will try you again!" 

And the lesson was mastered, — ever] 
Was it not worth the pain? 

Was it not kinder the task to turn, 
Than to let it pass, 

As a lost, lost leaf that she did not 

Is it not often so. 

That we only learn in part. 
And the Master's testing-time may s 

That it was not quite ** by heart " 
Then He gives, in His wise and patiei 

That lesson again 
With the mark still set in the self-sam 

Only, stay by His side 
Till the page is really known, 

It may be we failed because we trie« 
To learn it all alone. 

And now that He would npt let us 
One lesson of love, 

(For He knows the loss,)— can we r 

But oh ! how could we dream 
That we knew it all so well I 
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Reading so fluently, as we deem. 
What we could not even spell ! 
And oh ! how could we grieve once more 

That Patient One 
Who has turned so many a task before ! 

That waiting One, who now 

Is letting us try again ; 
Watching us with the patient brow 

That bore the wreath of pain ; 
Thoroughly teaching what He would teach, 

Line upon line. 
Thoroughly doing His work in each. 

Then let our hearts "be still," 
Though our task is turned to-day. 

Oh let Him teach us what He will, 
In His own gracious way. 

Till, sitting only at Jesu*s feet. 
As we learn each line. 

The hardest is found all clear and sweet I 

March 28M, 1S76. 



\ 

V 



ii6 ''Under His Shadow,"* 



TO HELGA. 

COME down, and show the dwellers far 
below 
What God is painting in each mountain 

place ! 
Show His fair colours, and His perfect grace. 
Dowering each blossom bom of sun and snow : 
His tints, not thine ! Thou art God*s copyist, 
O gifted Helga I His thy golden height, ' 
Thy purple depth, thy rosy sunset light. 
Thy blue snow-shadows, and thy weird white 

mist 
Reveal His works to many a distant land 1 

Paint for His praise, oh paint for love of Him I 
He is thy Master, let Him hold thy hand. 

So thy pure heart no cloud of self shall dim. 
At His dear feet lay down thy laurel-store, 
Which crimson proof of thy redemption bore. 

September 19M, 1876. 
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IN LOYAL AND LOVING REMEM- 
BRANCE OF PRINCESS ALICE. 

[Written to accompany a memorial wreath of white 
roses and palm leaves, painted by the Baroness Helga 
v<»i Cramm. Published by Caswell and Sons.] 

TWO nations mourn I The same great 
grief is known 
By human hearts on either side the sea. 
Mourning with those who yet must mourn 
alone 
Upon the sil#nt height where only He 
Can come and whisper comfort, who hath worn 
The lonely diadem of cruel thorn. 

Mourning for her whose royal love had shown 
Secrets of comfort in the darkest days; 

Wtio, like her Master, stooping from a thr<«e 
The suffering or the lost could heal or raise ; 

Leaving, like Him, example pure and bright. 

For court or cottage home a starry light 

Two nations mourn ; a hand from each would 

lay 
Fair flowers and simple \etse m'^otl "Virx \ssc^ 

to-day. 

December T.yrd^ V^IV 
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OUR RED LETTER DAYS. 

MY Alpine staff recalls each shining 
height, 
Each pass of grandeur with rejoicing gained. 
Carved with a lengthening record, self ex- 
plained, 
Of mountain-memories sublime and bright. 
No valley-life but hath some mountain days. 
Bright summits in the retrospective view. 
And toil-won passes to glad prospects new. 
Fair sunlit memories of joy and praise. 
Grave on thy heart each past * *red letter day ! " 
Forget not all the sunshine of the way 
By which the Lord hath led thee ; answerer 

prayers, 
And joys unasked ; strange blessings, lifted care 
Grand promise-echoes. Thus thy life shall 1 
One record of His love and faithfulness to the 



THE A WAKENING. 

SO it has come to you, dear. 
Come so soon ! 
Come in the sunshine early. 
Come in the morning pearly. 
Not in the blaze ot' noon. 



The Awakening, 119 

Yes, it has come to you, dear. 

Strange and sweet ; 
Come ere the merry May-time 
Melts to the glowing hay-time. 
Hushed in the sultry heat. 

Come — with mysterious shadow. 

Weird and new — 
Come with a magic lustre 
Hung on the shining cluster 
Ripening fast for you. 

Come ! and the exquisite minor, 

Rich and deep, 
Swells with i^olian blending 
Chords of the spirit, ending 
Boyhood's enchanted sleep. 

Sleep that is past for ever ! 

Is it gain? 
What does the waking seem like? 
Love that is only dream-like 
Sings not a truthful strain. 

Hearts that have roused and listened 

.Never more, 
(Though they may miss the crossed tones. 
Though they may mourn the lost tones,) 
Sleep as they slept before. 
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Come ! and the great transition 

Now is past ! 
Never again the boy-life, 
Only the pain — and joy-life, 
More of the first than last. 

Come ! and they do not guess it. 

Why such a change ! 
Why should the mirth and riot 
Tone into manly quiet ! 
Is it not passing strange ? 

Come ! *Tis a night of wonder 

At this call. 
Characters cabalistic, 
Writings all dim and mystic 
Tremble upon the wall. 

Come ! am I glad or sorry? 

Wait and see ! 
Wait for God's silent moulding. 
Wait for His full unfolding, 
Wait for the days to be. 
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GOLDEN LAND, 
(Song. For music by Tito Mattki.) 

FAR from home alone I wander, 
Over mountain and pathless wave ; 
But the fair land that shineth yonder 
Claimeth the love that erst it gave. 
Golden Land, so far, so nearing ! 

Land of those who wait for me ! 
Ever brighter the vision cheering, 
Golden Land, I haste to thee I 

On my path a golden sunlight 

SofUy falls where'er I roam. 
And I know it is the one light 

Both of exile and of home. 
Golden Land, so far, so near. 
On my heart engraven clear, 
Though I wander from strand to strand. 
Dwells my heart in that Golden Land. 

September 15M, 1876. 



APRIL. 



^THE wealth of pearly blossom, O the 
woodland's cmenid gyt,^Tcw \ 
the welcome, welcome ^>MK^toM«. ^^ "^*- 
diamond-sparklmg sVie^iTfi 
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O the carol from the hawthorn and the trill 

from dazzling blue ! 
O the glory of the springtime, making all things 
bright and new ! 
O tlie rosy eve's surrender 
To the Easter moonlight tender ! 
O the early morning splendour, 

Fresh and fragrant, cool and clear. 
In the rising of the year ! 
O the gladness of the children after all the 

dismal days, 
In the freedom and the beauty and the heart- 
rejoicing rays ! 
Do we chill the gleeful spirit, check the pulses 

bounding fast. 
By the mournful doubt suggested : "Ah, but, 
darling, ztn/l U last ? ** 

Though we know there may be tempests, and 

we know there will be showers, 
Yet we know they only hasten summer's richer 

crown of flowers. 
Blossom leads to golden fruitage, bursting bud 
to foliage soon ; 
April's pleasant gleam s\vaXV sltecv^w^Va >3cs*. 
glonovis glow of Jutve. 
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April leads to joyous May time, 
With its ever lengthening da3rtimc ; 
This again to joyous haytime, 

When the harvest-home is near 
In the zenith of the year. 
So we only tell the children of the summer 

days in store, 
Of the treasures and the beauties that shall open 

more and more. 
So the silver carol rises, for the winter time is 

past! 
When the summer days are coming, need we 
ask if spring shall last? 

O the gladness of the spirit, when the true and 

only Light 
Poors in radiant resplendence, making all 

things new and bright ! 
Vhen the love of Jesus shineth in its over- 
coming power, 
Then the secret sweet communion hallows 

every passing hour. 
O the calm and happy resting, 
?ree from every fear molesting ! 
) the Christ- victorious bieas»\!m^ \^ 

Oi i\i& tempter's vailed a'tV, 
In ih^ springiitive o^\3afcVe."axV\ 
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O the freedom and the fervour after all the 

faithless days ! 
O the ever-new thanksgivmg and the ever- 
flowmg praise ! 
I Shall we tempt the gaze from Jesus, and a 

doubting shadow cast, 
I Satan's own dark word suggesting by the 
■ whisper ** «/" it lasts **? 



Thou&[h we know there must be trials and 

there will be tears below. 
Yet we know His glorious purpose, and His 

promises we know ! 
Only ask— "What saith the Master?" and 

believe His word alone. 
That "from glory unto glory" He shall lead, 
shall change His own. 
Ever more and more bestowing. 
Love and joy in riper glowing, 
Faith increasing, graces growing — 
Such His promises to you ! 
He is faithful. He is true ! 
Each Amen becomes an anthem, for we know 
He wUl /iiifil 
AJJ the purpose of His goodtv^s^ ^ ^* 
splendour of His will. 



And your springtide path shall brighten to 
the perfect summer day ! 

February ^th, 1877. 



MIZPAH. 
Messages for Absent Friends. 

Only a leaf, yet it shall bear 
A wealth of love, of mintage true I 

Only a simple earnest prayer, 
That silently goes up for you ; 

Yet you and I may never know 

What blessincrs from that nrnver ni«iv flnw. 



126 " Under His Shadow" 



Upon the same bright morning star 
Our gaze may meet, though severed far ; 
The Star of Bethlehem to-day 
Shines brightly on our wintry way ; 
And, gazing on its radiance clear, 
Our hearts may meet, and we are near I 



As the sounding shell conveys 

The murmur of the sea, 
So let this tiny token raise 

Some memory of me, 
For loving thought of prayer and praise 

Fail not to rise for thee. 



Though the circling flight of time may find us 
Far apart, or severed mose and more 

Yet the farewell always lies behind us 
And the welcome always lies before. 

Meanwhile God is leading, surely, slowly, 
Through the shadows with a hand of love. 

To the house where, 'mid the myriads holy, 
Only welcomes wait us both a\iONt. 



LEAFLETS. 
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HYMN FOR MARCH 31, 1873. 

BEING THE DAY APPOINTED FOR SPECIAL 
AND UNITED PRAYER FOR IRELAND. 

" The isles shall wait upon Me, and on Mine arm shall 
they trust." — I so, li. 5. 

FATHER, we would plead Thy promise, 
bending at Thy glorious throne, 
That the isles shall wait upon Thee, trusting 

in Thine arm alone I 
One bright isle we bring before Thee, while in 

faith Thy children pray 
For a full and mighty blessing, with united 
voice to-day. 

Gracious Saviour, look in mercy on this island 

of the West, 
Win the wandering and the weary with Thy 

pardon and Thy rest ; 
.s the only Friend and Saviour let Thy blessed 

name be owned, 
"ho hast shed Thy blood most precious, and 
for ever hast atoned. 



REALITY, reality. 
Lord Jesus Clirist, Thou arl to me I 
From the spectral mists and driving clouds, 
From tlie shifting shadows and phantom 

From unreal words asd unreal Uvea, 
Where truth with falsehood feebly strives i 
Fromlbe passings away, the chance and diarnje, 
Flickcrings, vanishings, swift and straii;;e, 

1 tarn to my glorious rest on Thee, 

Who an the grand Rea-lity. 
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When I thought I only had to wait 

A little while at the Golden Gate, — 

Only another day or two, 

Till Thou Thyself should'st bear me through. 

How real Thy presence was to me 1 

How precious Thy Reality 1 

Reality, reality. 

Lord Jesus Christ, Thou art to me ! 
Thy name is sweeter than songs of old, 
Thy words are better than ** most fine gold." 
Thy deeds are greater than hero-glory, 
Thy life is grander than poet-story : 
But Thou, Thyself, for aye the same, 
Art more than words and life and name ! 

Thyself 'Y^iOM hast revealed to me, 

In glorious Reality. 

Reality, reality. 

Lord Jesus Christ, is crowned in Thee. 
In Thee is every type fulfilled. 
In Thee is every yearning stilled 
For perfect beauty, truth, and love ; 
For Thou art always far above 
The grandest glimpse of our Ideal, 
Yet more and more we know Thee real, 

And marvel more and more to see 

Thine infinite Reality. 
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Reality, realLly 
or grace and gloiy dwells in Thee. 
How real Thy mercj' and Thy might 1 
I low real Thy love, how real Thy light I 
How real Thy Imth and faithfulness 1 
How real Thy blessing when Thou dost blen I 
How real Thy coming to dwell within! 
How real the triumplis Thoa dost win ! 
Does not the loving and glowing heart 
Leap up to own how real Thou art ? 

Reality, reality! 
Such let our adoration be 1 
Father, we blesa Thee with heart and Toice, 
For the wondrous grace of Thy sovereigD 

That patiently, gently, sought us out 
In the far-off land of death and doubt. 
That drew us to Christ by the Spirit's might. 
That opened our eyes to see the light 
That arose in strange reality, 
From the darkness falling on Calvary. 

Reality, reality. 
Lord Jesus Christ, Thau art to me ! 
My glorious King, my Lord, my God, 
Life is too short for half tbe laud, 
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For half the debt of praise I owe 
For this blest knowledge, that ** I know 
The reality of Jesus Christ,"— 
Unmeasured blessing, gift unpriced 1 
Will I not praise Thee when I see 
In the long noon of Eternity, 
Unveiled, Thy •* bright ReaUty I »*— 




SEULEMENT POUR TOL 

[Written for and sung by some Swiss peasai>ts at \ 
Sunday afternoon Bible reading, July 23rd, 1 87U] 

,UE je sois, O cher Sauveur, 

Seulement k Toi ! los lu. i. 

'amour de tout mon coeur 4att zxii. 37. 
Seulement pour ToL 
Je reviens ^ mon P^re johv siv. & 

Seulement par Toi, 
Ma confiance enti^re Fs. c«viiL 1. 

Sera en Toi, 
Seulement en Tui. 

Le p€ch^ Tu as port^ i pet. 11. «4 

Seul, seul pour moi ; 
Et Ton sang Tu as vers^ 

Seul, seul pour moi. 
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A SONG IN THE NIGHT. 

[Written in severe pain, Sunday afternoon, October 
8th, 1876, at the Pension Wengen, Alps.] 

I TAKE this pain, Lord Jesus, 
From Thine own hand, 
The strength to bear it bravely 
Thou wilt command. 

I am too weak for effort, 

So let me rest. 
In hush of sweet submission, 

On Thine own breast. 

I take this pain, Lord Jesus, 

As proof indeed 
That Thou art watching closely 

My truest need ; 

That Thou, my Good Physician, 

Art watching still; 
That all Thine own good pleasure 

Thou wilt fulfil. 

I take this pain. Lord Jesus; 

What Thou dost choose 
The soul that rea\Vj \oNe& 'X^asfc 

Will not refuse. 
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And now beneath its shadow, 

Hidden by Thee, 
The pressure only tells me 

Thoa lovest me! 



WHAT WILL YOU DO WITHOUT 

HIM? 

I COULD not do without Him ! 
Jesus is more to me 
Than all the richest, fairest gifts 

Of earth could ever be. 
But the more I find Him precious — 
And the more I find Him true — 
The more I long for you to find 
What He can be to you. 

Yott need not do without Him, 

For He is passing by, 
He is waiting to be gracious. 

Only waiting for your cry: 
He is waiting to receive you — 

To make you all His own ! 
WTiy will you do without Him, 

And wander on alone? 

\ 



r4o 
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Why will you do without Him? 

Is He not kind indeed? 
Did He not die to save you? 

Is He not ail you need? 
Do you not want a Saviour? 

Do you not want a Friend? 
One who will love you faithfully, 

And love you to the end? 

Why will you do without Him? 

The Word of God is true ! 
The world is passing to its doom — 

And you are passing too. 
It may be no to-morrow 

Shsdl dawn for you or me; 
Why will you run the awful risk 

Of all eternity ? 

What will you do without Him, 

In the long and dreary day 
Of trouble and perplexity, 

When you do not know the way, 
And no one else can help you, 

And no one guides you right. 
And hope comes not with morning. 

And rest comes not with night? 

You could not do without Him, 
If once He made you see 
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The fetters that enchain you, 

Till He hath set you free. 
If once you saw the fearful load 

Of sin upon your soul ; — 
The hidden plague that ends in death, 

Unless He makes you whole ! 

What will you do without Him, 

When death is drawing near? 
Without His love — the only love 

That casts out every fear ; 
When the shadow-valley opens, 

Unlighted and unknown, 
And the terrors of its darkness 

Must all be passed alone ! 

What will you do without Him, 

When the great white throne is set, 
And the Judge who never can mistake, 

And never can forget, — 
The Judge whom you have never here 

As Friend and Saviour sought, 
Shall summon you to give account 

Of deed and word and thought? 

What will you do without Him, 
When He hath shut the door, 

And you are left outside, because 
You would not come before? 



\ 
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When it is no uk knocking. 
No use to stand and wait ; 

For the word of doom tolli through y 
heart, 
That terrible "Too Utel" 

Yon cannot do without Him I 

Tliere is ma other name 
By which you ever can be saved, 

No way, no hope, no claim 1 
Without Him— everlaiting loss 

Of love, ajid life, and ligln I 
Without Ilim — everlasting wiie. 

And everlasting night. 

But with Him— oh 1 viUk Jtsiitl 

Are any words so blest ? 
With Jesus, everlaslbg joy 

And everlisiing rest 
With Jesus— all the empty heart 

Filled with His perfect love; 
With Jesu5 — perfect peace beluw. 

And perfect bliss above- 
Why should you do without Him? 

It is not yet too late ; 
He has not dosed the day of grace. 
He has not shut the gUe. 
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He calls you 1 — hush ! He calls you I 

He would Dot have you go 
Another step without Him, 

Because He loves you so. 

Why will you do without Him? 

He calls and calls again — 
"Come unto Me 1 Come Unto Me !" 

Oh, shall He call in vain? 
He wants to have you with Him ; 

Do you not want Him too? 
You cannot do without Him, 

And He wants — even you. 



THY FA THER WAITS FOR THEE. 

WANDERER from thy Father's home, 
So full of sin, so far away, 
Wilt thou any longer roam ? 
Oh, wilt thou not return to-day? 

Wilt thou ? Oh, He knows it all, 
Thy Father sees, He meets thee here I 

Wilt thou ? Hear His tender call, 
" Return, return 1 " whik H^ ^& \\sax. 
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He is here I His loving voice 
Hath reached thee, though so far away I 

He is waiting to rejoice, 
O wandering one, o'er thee to-day. 

Waiting, waiting to bestow 
His perfect pardon, full and free ; 

Waiting, waiting till thou know 
His wealth of love for thee, for thee ! 

Rise and go ! Thy Father waits 
To welcome and receive and bless ; 

Thou shalt tread Flis palace gates 
In royal robe of righteousness. 

Thine shall be His heart of love. 
And thine His smile, and thine His home 

Thine His joy, all joys above — 
O wandering child, no longer roam I 



WILL YOU NOT COME ? 

WILL you not come to Him or Lifel 
Why will ye die, oh why? 
He gave His life for you, for you I 
The gift is free, the word is true ! 
Will you not come ? oh, why will you c 
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Will you not come to Him for Peace ? 

Peace through His cross alone. 
He shed His precious blood for you ; 
The gift is free, the word is true : 

He is our Peace — oh, is He your own ? 

Will you not come to Him for Rest ? 

All that are weary, come 1 
The rest He gives is deep and true, 
*Tis offered now, 'tis offered you ! 

Rest in His love, and rest in His home. 

Will you not come to Him for Joy^ 

Will you not come for this ? 
He laid His joys aside for you. 
To give you joy, so sweet, so true : 

Sorrowing heart, oh, drink of the bliss \ 

Will you not come to Him for Love^ 

Love that can fill the heart ! 
Exceeding great, exceeding free ! 
He loveth you. He loveth me I 

Will you not come ? Why stand you apart ? 

Will you not come to Him for all ? 

Will you not *' taste and see **? 
He waits to give it all to you, 
The gifb are free, the words are true ! 

Jesus is calling, " Come unto Mc I** 
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CHURCH MISSIONARY JUBILEE 

HYMU, 

" He shall see of the travail 0/ His soul, and shall be 
satisfied." — Isa. liiL ii. 

REJOICE with Jesus Christ to-day, 
All ye who love His holy sway ! 
The travail of His soul is past, 
He shall be satisfied at last. 

Rejoice with Him, rejoice indeed ! 
For He shall see His chosen seed. 
But ours the trust, the grand employ, 
To work out this divinest joy. 

Of all His own He loseth none, 
They shall be gathered one by one ; 
He gathereth the smallest grain, 
His travail shall not be in vain. 

Arise and work I arise and pray 
That He would haste the dawning day I 
And let the silver trumpet sound, 
Wherever Satan's slaves are found. 

The vanquished foe shall soon be stilled. 
The conquering Saviour's joy fulfilled. 
Fulfilled in us, fulfilled in them. 
His crown. His royal diadem. \ 



Soon, soon our waiting eyes shall see 
The Saviour's mighty Jubilee I 
His harvest joy is filling, fast, 
He shall be satisfied at last. 

Good Friday^ 1877. 



A HAPPY NEW YEAR TO YOU I 

NEW mercies, new blessings, new light 
on thy way ; 
New courage, new hope, and new strength 

for each day ; 
Niw notes of" thanksgiving, new chords of 

delight, 
New praise in the morning, new songs in the 

night ; 
New wine in thy chalice, new altars to raise ; 
New fruits for thy Master, new garments of 

praise ; 
New gifts from His treasures, new smiles firom 

His face ; 
Hew streams from the Fountain of infinite 
grace ; 



Another Year, 149 

New stars for thy crown, and new tokens of 
love ; 

New gleams of the glory that waits thee 
above ; 

New light of His countenance full and un- 
priced; 

All this be the joy of thy new life in Christ I 



ANOTHER YEAR. 

ANOTHER year is dawning I 
Dear Master, let it be 
In working or in waiting, 
Another year with Tliee. 

Another year of leaning 
Upon Thy loving breast, 

Of ever-deepening trustfulness. 
Of quiet, happy rest. 

Another year of mercies, 
Of faithfulness and grace ; 

Another year of gladness 
In the shining of Thy face. 
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New Yearns Wishes, rji 

What shall I wish thee ? 

"What can be found 
Bringing thee sunshine 

All the year round? 
Where is the treasure, 

Lasting and dear. 
That shall ensure thee 

A Happy New Year? 

Faith that increaseth. 

Walking in light ; 
Hope that aboundeth, 

Happy and bright ; 
Love that is perfect, 

Casting out fear; 
These shall ensure thee 

A Happy New Year. 

Peace in the Saviour, 

Rest at His feet, 
Smile of His countenance 

Radiant and sweet, 
Joy in His presence I 

Christ ever near ! 
This will ensure thee 

A Happy New YeatV 
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Forgiven — tven until nowJ^ 153 



Yes, "even until now I" And so we 
stand. 
Forgiven, loved, and blessed. 
And, covered in the shadow of God's hand, 
Believing, are at rest. 
The one great load is lifted from the soul. 
That henceforth on the Lord all burdens we 
may rolL 

Yes, " even until now I " Then let us presj 

With free and willing feet 
Along the King's highway of holiness, 
Until we gain the street 
O golden crystal, praising purely when 
We see our pardoning Lord; forgiven until 
thenl 



MATTHEW XIV. 23. 

IT is the quiet evening time, the sun is in the 
west, 

And earth enrobed in purple glow awaits her 
nightly rest ; 

The shadows of the mountain peaks are length- 
ening o'er the sea, 

And the flowerets close their eyelids on the 
shore of Galilee. 

The multitude are gone away, their restless hum 
doth cease, 

The birds have hushed their music, and all is 
calm and peace ; 

But on the lonely mountain side is One, whose 
beauteous brow 

The impress bears ot sorrow and of weariness 



e'en now* 



The livelong day in deeds of love and power 

He hath spent, 
And with them words of gracci and life hath 

ever sweetly blent. ^ 
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Matthew xxvL 30. 159 

But on a higher, holier mount that Voice is 

pleading still ; 
For while one weary child of His yet wanders 

here below, 
While yet one thirsting soul desires His peace 

and love to know. 
And while one fainting spirit seeks His holiness 

to share. 
The Saviour's loving heart shall pour a tide of 

mighty prayer ; 
Yes ! till each ransomed one hath gained His 

home of joy and peace, 
That fount of blessings all untold shall never, 

never cease. 

1854. 



MATTHEW XXVL 30. 

" And when they had sung an hymn they went out/ 

THE sun hath gilded Judah's hills 
With his last gorgeous beam ; 
Ghostlike the still grey mists arise 

From Jordan's sacred stream. 
The stars, bright flowers of the sky, 
Unfold their beauties xvoti. 
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And gaze on Salem's marble fane, 

By Olivet's dark brow. 
In David's city sound is hushed 

And tread of busy feet, 
For solemnly his sons have met 

The pasclial lamb to eat. 
But list ! the silence of the hour 

Is broken ; the still air 
A melody hath caught which far 

Its viewless pinions bear. 
Unwonted sweetness hath the strain, 

And as its numbers flow. 
More tender and more touching yet 

Its harmony doth grow. 
Not royal David's tuneful harp 

Such thrilling power had known 
To wake deep echoes in the soul, 

As its scarce earthly tone. 
"Within an "upper room" are met 

A small, yet faithful band. 
On whom a deep yet chastened grief 

H;ith laid its softening hand. 
Among them there is One who wean 

A more than mortal mien, 
'Tis He on whom in all distress 

The weary one may lean. 



Matthew xxvi, 30. 161 



Mysterious sadness, on that brow 

So pure and calm, doth lie ; 
And untold stores of deepest love 

Are beaming from His eye. 
"What wonder if the strain was sweet 

Above all other lays? 
Seraphic well might seem the hymn 

Which Jesu's voice did raise. 
The angels hush their lyres and bend 

To hear the thrilling tone, 
And heaven is silent, — with that song 

They mingle not their own. 
The sorrowing ones around have heard 

Their blessed Master tell. 
Til at He with them no longer now 

As heretofore may dwell. 
And they have sadly shared with Him 

The last, last evening meal. 
And heard the last sweet comfort which 

Their mourning hearts may heal. 
They do not know the fearful storm 

Which on His head must l^rst ; 
They know not all, — He hath not told 

His loving ones the worst. 
How could He? E*en an angel's mind 

Could never comprehend 
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The weight of woe *neath which for us 

The Saviour's head must bend ; 
Ere long the voice, which waketh now 

Such touching melody, 
Shall cry, "My God, My God, oh why 

Hast Thou forsaken Me?" 
The hour is come; but ere they meet 

Its terrors, — yet once more 
Their voices blend with His who sang 

As none e'er sang before. 
Why do they linger on that note? 

Why thus the sound prolong ? 
Ah ! 'twas the last ! *Tis ended now, 

That strangely solemn song. 
And forth they go : — the song is past ; 

But, like the roseleaf, still, 
Wliose fragiance doth not die away, 

Its soft low echoes thrill 
Through many a soul, and there awake 

New strains of glowing praise 
To Him who, on that fateful eve, 

That last sv/eet hymn did raise. 

February I'jtk, 1855. 
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70 JOHN HENRY C ON HIS 

THIRD BIRTH DA Y. 

BLESSINGS on thee, darling boy, 
Peace and love and gentle joy ! 
May the coronal they twine 
Through the dream of life be thine ! 

Little hast thou known of life, 
Of its sorrow, of its strife. 
Thine not yet dark Future's blast, 
Thine not yet a shadowy Past 

While we reck of coming years, 
Strangely mingling hopes and fears, 
What are sober thoughts to thee, 
In the tide of birthday glee ! 

Thou art beautiful and bright, 
Daily wakening new delight, 
Would that we the prize could hold, 
Always keep thee three years old ! 

No, not always, thou may'st be 

Something brighter yet to see. 

Noble hearted, lofty souled. 

When moTt years have oi'ei VJlaefe \^«C4 \ 
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Love is watching round thee now, 
Tracing sunbeams on thy brow; 
Never be her mission done 
To thy father's only son. 

Yet a higher, deeper love 
Watcheth o'er thee from above ; 
Then, thy fount of motive be 
Love to Him who loveth thee. 

Darling, may thy years below 
Like a strain of music flow, 
Ever sweeter, purer, higher. 
Till it swell the angel choir. 

Be thy life a star of light. 
Glistening through earth's stormy nigl 
Shining then with glorious ray 
Through the One Eternal Day. 

November 27M, 18 



** COMING OF age:" 

WHAT do we seek for him to-da; 
through such golden gates 
Ofwjrth and gladness, enters now wJ 
before him waits ? 



" Coming of A^eP 165 

'Mid light and flowers the feast is spread, and 

young and old rejoice : 
Let beam and wall speak out for all, with 

earnest, loving voice. 

The threefold blessing Israel heard three thou- 
sand years ago, 

Oh I grant it may on him to-day in power 
and fulness flow ; 

For, faithful and unchangeable, each word of 
God is sure. 

Though heaven and earth shall pass away, 
His promises endure. 

The Angel of the Covenant, redecmmg from 

all ill 
Both son and father, bless the lad, and every 

prayer fulfil ; 
Nor only bless, but make him, too, a blessing, 

Lord, from Thee : 
With length of days, O satisfy ; let him Thy 

glory see. 

Through all the journey of his life. Thy pre- 
sence with him go ; 

Rest in Thee here, and with Thee there, do 
Thou, O Lord, bestow. \ 
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EVELYN. 

DYING ? Evelyn, darling ! 
Dying? can it be ? 
Spring so joyous all around, 
Such a spring, so early crowned, 
Heralding all summer glee, 
Life for everything but thee I 

Evelyn darling, dying? 
Yet it is no phantom sound. 
Though the word is haunting me ; 

Thou art lying 
Now, where life and death do meet, 
Thorny path and golden street. 



I thought I had no heart to write, 
But the pencil near me lay, 
Which has traced me many a day, 

Dipped in colours dark or bright, 

Lays I guessed would meet the sight 
Of at least some loving eye, 

And perchance be heard a%am^ 
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1 68 ''UniieK His Shadow!* 

Winning echoes far and nigh, 
Touching chords of sympathy 
In the weary souls of men. 
And I took it in my hand, 
For it seemed to be relief, 
After this long week of grief, 
Just to let the thought expand. 
And the word that haunted me 
Just to write; though none shall see 
What is written, only He 
Who is gently leading thee, 

Evelyn darling, without fears. 
Through the vale of death, — and me 
Through the vale of tears. 

All so calm; — a hazy veil 

Falling on the golden west ; 
Silence, like a minstrel pale. 

Preluding the Sabbath rest. 
There is night before the dawn 
Rise for us of Sabbath mom : 
Is there any night for thee 
Ere thine eyes the glory see? 
Are the angels, bright and strong, 

Bearing thy free soul away, 
Teaching thee the glad new song, 

On the grand star-paven way? 



Art thoii even now at rest, 

Lying on the Saviour's breast ? 

Evelyn darling, is it so? 

Would, oh would that I could know 1 

I can only wait in sorrow 

For the tidings of the morrow. 



Evelyn darling, laid so low ! 
Only three short months ago 
Thou wert full of life and glee, 
Round the laden Christmas tree; 
Foremost in the carol- singing, 
Fun and frolic gaily flinging. 
Tallest, fairest of the troop, 

Opening rose on slender stem, 
Reigning *mid the bright-eyed group, 

Queen without a diadem ; 
In thy robe of snowy sheen. 
Decked with silken emerald green. 
Few there are who ever knew 

Merrier holidays than thine, 
VHiether summer breezes blew. 

Or the winter stars did shine. 
Evelyn darling, can it be, 

Was that Christmas tree the last? 
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How believe it, that for thee 
Christmas holidays are past ! 

And that summer leaves will wave, 
And the Easter moon will shine, 

Over the first household grave. 
First, — and thinet 



I am not praying, — prayer is hushed, 

God's hand is laid upon my heart ; 
The earthly hope for ever crushed, 

The heavenly answered^ not in part. 
But fully, perfectly ! I prayed 

For life, and He hath given the Hfe 
Which triumphs o'er the grave's cold 
shade ; 

For peace, and He hath ended strife 
And spoken love. There have been tears 
And earnest pleadings through long years; 
But He is faithful to His word, 
I know at last that He has heard. 
But not, oh not as I had thought 

In ignorant and selfish love. 
The Master calls,— she tarries not. 

For He hath need of her above. 
The Iambs He gathers with His arm, 
No grief, no sin, no death can harm. 



So safely folded on His breast, 

For ever and for ever blest. 

Could God Himself give more ? His will 

Is best, though we are weeping still. 



Yet the old cry comes again, 

Evelyn, darling, dying I 
Is it true, or is it dreaming? 
Is it only ghastly seeming 
Of a sorrow far away. 
Not to fall for many a day? 

If I saw thee l)ang, 
I might realize it so I 
Last I saw thee in the glow 
Of thy brightest health and bloom ; 
Was it only for the tomb? 
Then the sorrow grows with this — 

Not a word of fond good-bye, 
Not one tender parting kiss. 

Not one glance of loving eye ! 
Well, I know it could not be I 
God's appointed way for me 
Was assuredly — "Be still. 
Wait in silence for His will." 
Father, I have said Amen, 
Said it often, now again ! 
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Father, strengthen it and seal I 

Let my weaty spirit feel 

I am very near to 'I'hee, 

For Thy hand is kid on me— 

Though the shadows gather deep, 

Thou canst calm and aid and keep. 

Father, where the shadows fall 
Deeper yet, deepest of all. 
Send Thy peace, and show Thy power 
In affliction's direst hour \ 
To each roouroiug heart draw near. 
Soothe and bless, sustain and cheer. 
Thou xoilt hear, I know not kma I 
Thou canst help, "and only Thou." 
This my piayer 1 leave with Thee. 
Father 1 hear and answer me 
For the sake of Him who knows 
All our love and all our woes. 

Afril 6tA, l86 

FAITHFUL PROMISES. 
Isaiah xIL to. 

NEW YEAR'S HYMN. 

STANDING at the portal 
Of the opening year, 



Faithful Promises, 173 

Words of comfort meet us, 

Hushing every fear; 
Spoken through the silence 

By our Father's voice, 
Tender, strong, and faithful. 

Making us rejoice. 

Onward then, and fear not. 

Children of the day ! 
For His word shall never, 

Never pass away 1 

I, the Lord, am with thee. 

Be thou not afraid ! 
I will help and strengthen, 

Be thou not dismayed I 
Yea, I will uphold thee 

With My own right hand ; 
Thou art called and chosen 

In My sight to stand. 

Onward then, and fear not, 

Children of the day ! 
For His word shall never, 

Never pass away! 

For the year before us, 
Oh what rich sullies I v^ 
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For the poor and needy 
Living streams shall rise; 

For the sad and sinful 
Shall His grace abound; 

For the faint and feeble 
Perfect strength be found. 

Onward then, and fear not, 
Children of the day 1 

For His word shall never, 
Never pass away I 

He will never fail us, 

He will not forsake ; 
His eternal covenant 

He will never break ! 
Resting on His promise, 

What have we to fear? 
God is all-sufficient 

For the coming year. 

Onward then, and fear not, 
Children of the day I 

For His word shall never. 
Never pass away ! 
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-.*^ rXlNCESS ROYAL. 

^RE the pathless ocean waters 
^ Bear thee far from England's si 
me we, England's youthful daughtei 
Warmly greeting thee once more. 

irest jewels, lustre flinging, 
Grace thy royal diadem ; 
' we come, an offering bringing 
vicher than its richest gem. 

le with prayerful love unspoken, 
incess I glows each maiden heart, 
n to take this sacred token, 
ghtest lamp and surest chart. 

ts holy precepts guide the^ 
^ach hour r^^ ' 
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Rose of England 1 fragrance breathing 
To thy far new home depart, 

Round thy early bloom cnwreathing 
All the love of England's heart. 

Be thy gladness ever vernal 
'Mid the wintry scenes below, 

Till a crown of life eternal 
Gleams upon thy royal brow I 

Father, be Thou ever near her I 
Saviour, fill her with Thy love I 

Let Thy constant presence cheer her, 
Joy-imparting Holy Dove ! 

yanuary^ 185 



SCOTLAND'S WELCOME TO Tl 
PRINCESS LOUISE, 

SWEET Rose of the South ! contente 
rest 
In the fair island home which thy pres 

has blessed : 
From the Highlands resounding, glad welc 
shaM float, 
And the Lowlands re-echo l\ie V^^Viaxvl not 



Scotland's Welcome to Princess Louise, 1 77 

Merry England has loved thee and cherished 

thee long, 
Her blessings go with thee in prayer and in 

song; 
Bonnie Scotland has won thee, and lays at thy 

feet 
Love tender and fervent, love loyal and sweet. 

Chorus, — Our own bonnie Scotland with 

welcome shall ring, 
While greeting and homage we loyally bring ; 
The crown of our love shall thy diadem be. 
And the throne of our hearts is waiting for 

thee. 

Then come, like the sunrise that gilds with a 
smile 

The dark mountains and valleys of lonely 
Argyle ; 

Golden splendour shall fall on the pale north- 
em snow. 

And with rose light of love the purple shall 
glow. 

Though the voice that should bless, and the 

hand that should seal, 
Is "away," and at rest in "the land o* the 

leal,'* 
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LATEST POEMS 



AND 



UNFINISHED FRAGMENTS. 
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CHOSEN LESSONS. 

'Him shall He teach in the way that He shall 
choose." — Ps. XXV. xa. 

IN the way that He shall choose 
He will teach us ; 
Not a lesson we shall lose, 
All shall reach us. 

Strange and difficult indeed 

We may find it, 
But the blessing that we need 

Is behind it. 

All the lessons He shall send 

Are the sweetest, 
And His training, in the end. 

Is completest. 



^THERTO AND HENCEFORTH. 

Lord hath blessed me hitherto." — Josh, xvii. 14. 

ITHERTO the Lord hath blessed us. 
Guiding all the way ; 
brth let us trust Him fully, 
' Him all the day. \ 
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Hitherto the Lord hath loved us. 

Caring for His own; 
Henceforth let us love Him better, 

Live for Him alone. 

Hitherto the Lord hath blessed us, 

Crowning all our days ; 
Henceforth let us live to bless Him, 

Live to show His praise. 



CHRISTMAS GIFTS. 
*' Thou hast received gifts for men."--/**. IzviiL 18. 

CHRISTMAS gifts for thee. 
Fair and free ! 
Precious things from the heavenly storey 
Filling thy casket more and more; 
Golden love in divinest chain, 
That never can be untwined again ; 
Silvery carols of joy that swell 
Sweetest of all in the heart's lone cell ; 
Pearls of peace that were sought for thee 
In the terrible depths of a fiery sea ; 
Diamond promises sparkling bright, 
Flashing in farthest reaching light. 



He hath Done it, 183 

Christmas gifts for thee, 
Grand and free ! 
Christmas gifts from the King of love, 
Brought from His royal home above ; 
Brought to thee in the far-off land, 
Brought to thee by His own dear hand« 
Promises held by Christ for thee. 
Peace as a river flowing free, 
Joy that in His own joy must live. 
And love that Infinite Love can give* 
Surely thy heart of hearts uplifts 
Carols of praise for such Christmas gifts ! 

Written for Christmas Day 1879, for '* Home 
Words:' 



HE HA TH DONE IT I 

" I have blotted out, as a thick doud, thy transgres- 
nons, and, as a cloud, thy sins : return unto Me ; for I 
have redeemed thee. Sing, O heavens ; for the Lord 
hath done it"— /ra. xliv. 22, 23. 

" ^know that, whatsoever God doeth, it shall be for 
ever : nothing can be put to it, nor anything taken from 
it." — Eccles, iiL 14. 

SING, O heavens I the Lord hath done it I 
Sound it forth o'er land and seal 
Jesus says, "I have redeemed thee, 

Now return, return to Me I" \ 
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Oh return, for His own life blood 
Paid the ransom, made us free 
Evermore and evermore. 

For I know that what He doeth 
Stands for ever, fixed and true; 

Nothing can be added to it. 
Nothing left for us to do ; 

Nothing can be taken from it, 
Done for me and done for yon 
Evermore and evermore. 

Listen now ! the Lord hath done it ! 

For He loved us unto death ; 
It is finished I He has saved us ! 

Only trust to what He saith. 
He hath done it 1 Come and bless Him, 

Spend in praise your ransomed breath 
Evermore and evermore. 

Oh believe the Lord hath done it! 

Wherefore linger? wherefore doubt? 
All the cloud of black transgression 

He Himself hath blotted out. 
He hath done it I Come and bless Him, 
Swell the grand thanksgiving shout 
Evermore and evermore. 

December yd, 187 



What Thou Wilt, 



WHAT THOU WILT. 

DO what Thou wilt I' yes, only do 
What seemeth good to Thee : 
Thou art so loving, wise and true, 
It must be best for me. 

Send what Thou wilt ; or beating show* 

Soft dew, or brilliant sun ; 
Alike in still or stormy hour. 

My Lord, Thy will be done. 

Teach what Thou wilt; and make me lea 

Each lesson fidl and sweet, 
And deeper things of God discern 

While sitting at Thy feet. 

Say what Thou wilt ; and let each word 

My quick obedience win ; 
Let loyalty and love be stirred 

To deeper glow within. 

Give what Thou wilt; for then I know 

I shall be rich indeed : 
My King rejoices to bestow 

Supply for every need. 
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The Key Found, 187 

They may wander as they will in the hopeless 
search for truth, 

They may squander in the quest all the fresh- 
ness of their youth, 

They may wrestle with the nightmares of sin's 
unresting sleep, 

They may cast a futile plummet in the heart's 
unfathomed deep. 

But they wait and wail and wander in vain and 

still in vain. 
Though they glory in the dimness and are 

proud of very pain ; 
For a life of Titan struggle is but one sublime 

mistake. 
While the spell-dream is upon them, and they 

cannot, will not wake. 

Awake, O thou that sleepest I The Deliverer 

is near ! 
Arise, go forth to meet Him I Bow down, for 

He is here ! 
Ye shall count your true existence from this 

first, blessM tryst, 
For He waiteth to reveal Himself, the Very 

God in Christ 
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Do ye doubt our feeble winxw^. 

scorn us, come and see ! 
Come and hear Him for yourselves, and 3re 

shall know that it is He ! 
Ye shall find in Him the Centre, the Very 

Truth and Life, 
Resplendent resolution of the endless doubt 

and strife. 

Ye shall find a perfect fitness with your highest, 

deepest thought, 
In Him, the fair Ideal, that so long ye vainly 

sought, 
In Him the grand Reality ye never found 

before, 
In Him the Lord that ye must love, the G 
ye must adore. 



The Key Found. i8 

Ye shall find in Him the filling of the ** achin 

void" within ; 
In Him the instant antidote for anguish an 

for sin ; 
In Him the conscious meeting of the soul' 

unuttered need ; 
In Him the All that ye have sought, the go? 

of life indeed. 



As the light is to the eye, with its sensitiv 

array 
Of delicate adjustments with their finely ba] 

anced play, 
With its instinct of perception, and its cravin. 

for the light, 
So is Jesus to the spirit, when He gives th 

inward sight. 

As the fill! and clear translation of som 

characters of fate, 
With their sibylline enfoldings, of dim mys 

terious weight. 
And a haunting terror lest the real be darke 

than the guessed I 
So is Jesus to the questions and enigmas of th 

breast. 
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As the key is to the lock, when it enters quick 

and true, 
Fitting all the complex wards that are hidden 

from the view, 
Moving all the secret springs that no other finds 

or moves. 
So is Jesus to the soul, when His saving power 

He proves. 

As the music to the ear, when the mightiest 

anthems roll, 
With its corridors conveying every echo to the 

soul. 
With its exquisite discernment of vibration and 

of tone, 
So is Jesus to the heart that is made for Him 

alone. 



No need to prove the sunshine when the eye 
receives the light I 

When the cipher is deciphered we know the 
clue is right ; 

The key is known by fitting the strange in- 
tricate wards ; 

And the ears must own the music when they 
rccogtast the chords. 



The Key Found, 191 

No need to prove a Saviour, when once the 

heart believes 
And the light of God's own glory in Jesus 

Christ receives 1 
No need for weary puzzle, with heart-lore 

strange and dim, 
When we find our dark enigmas are simply 

solved in Him 1 

We cannot doubt our finding the very Key 

indeed, 
When Jesus fills up every void, responds to 

" every need. 
When all the secrets of our hearts before Him 

are revealed, 
And all the mystery of life, alone with Him, 

unsealed. 



We cannot doubt, when once the ear of listen- 
ing faith has heard. 

With all-responsive thrill of love, the music of 
His word I 

He gives the witness that excels all argument 
or sign, — 

When we have heard it for ourselves we know 
it is Divine ! 
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The Song of a Summer Stream. 193 

I was glad I had no power 
To awake one tender flower 
To a sure swift doom 1 I would rather that it 
slept. 

Still I sang all alone 
In the sweet old summer tone, 
For the strong white ice could not hush me 
for a day ; 
Though no other voice was heard 
But the bitter breeze that whirred 
Past the gaunt, grey trunks on its wild and 
angry way. 

So the dim days sped, 
While everything seemed dead. 
And my own poor flow seemed the only living 
sign; 
And the keen stars shone 
When the freezing night came on, 
From the far, far heights, all so cold and 
crystalline. 

A few months dgo 
I was singing through the snow t 
But now the blessed sunshine is filling all the 
land, 
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And the memories are lost 
Of the winter fog and frost, 
In the presence of the summer with her full and 
glowing hand. 

Now the woodlark comes to drink 
At my cool and pearly brink, 
And the ladyfem is bending to kiss my rainbow 
foam ; 
And the wild rose buds entwine 
With the dark-leaved bramble- vine, 
And the centuried oak is green around the 
bright-eyed squirrel's home. 

the full and glad content 
That my little song is blent 

With the all-melodious mingling of the cho- 
risters around ! 

1 no longer sing alone 
Through a chill surrounding moan, 

For the very air is trembling with its wealth of 
summer sound. 

Though the hope seemed long deferred, 
Ere the south wind's whisper heard 
Gave a promise of the passing of the weary 
' winter days, 



Yet the blessing was secure, 
For the summer time was sure 
When the lonely songs are gathered in the 
mighty choir of praise. 

February 1 8///, 1879. 



HOPE, 



WHAT though the blossom fall and die ? 
The flower is not the root ; 
The sun of love may ripen yet 
The Master's pleasant fruit 

What though by many a sinful fall 

Thy garments are defiled ? 
A Saviour's blood can cleanse them all ; 

Fear not I thou art His child. 

Arise I and, leaning on His strength. 

Thy weakness shall be strong ; 
And He will teach thy heart at length 

A new perpetual song. 

Arise ! to follow in His track 

Each holy footprint clear, 
And on an upward course look back 

With every brightening; '^eaoc . 
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Arise I and on thy future way 
His blessing with thee be ! 

His presence be thy staff and stay, 
Till thou His glory see. 



FEAR NOT. 
Isaiah xliii. 1-7. 

LISTEN ! for the Lord hath spoken ! 
«*Fear thou not," saith He I 
** When thou passest through the waters, 
I will be with thee. 

** Fear not ! for I have redeemed thee ; 

All My sheep I know : 
When thou passest through the rivers, 

They shall not o'erflow. 

** Fear not I by thy name I called thee,- 
Mine thy heart hath learned ; 

W^hen thou walkest through the fire. 
Thou shalt not be burned. 

•*Thou art Mine! oh, therefore, fear r 

Mine for ever now ; 
And the flame shall never kindle 

On thy scaled brow. 



" The Scripture cannot be broken.^* 197 

" Thou art precious, therefore fear not, 

Precious unto Me 1 
I have made thee for My glory, 

I have lovM thee." 



•* the scripture cannot be 
broken:' 

John x. 35. 

UPON the Word I rest. 
Each pilgrim day ; 
This golden staff is best 

For all the way. 
What Jesus Christ hath spoken, 
Cannoi be broken 1 

Upon the Word I rest, 

So strong, so sure, 
So full of comfort blest, 

So sweet, so pure 1 
The charter of salvation. 

Faith's broad foundation. 

Upon the Word I stand I 
That cannot die ! 
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Christ seals it in my hand, 

He cannot lie I 
The Word that faileth never I 

Abiding ever I 

Chorus. — The Master hath said It 1 Rejoicing 
in this, 

We ask not for sign or for token ; 
His word is enough for our confident bliss, 

" The Scripture Kannot be broken ! *' 

Aprii, 1879. 



NOTHING TO FAY I 

NOTHING to pay 1 Ah, nothing to pay ! 
Never a word of excuse to say I 
Year after year thou hast filled the score. 
Owing thy Lord still more and more. 

Hear the voice of Jesus say, 
*• Verily thou hast nothing to pay I 
Ruined, lost, art thou, and yet 
I forgave thee all that debt.'* 

Nothing to pay ! the debt is so great ; 
What will you do with the awful weight ? 
How shall the way of escape be made ? 
Nothing to pay I yet it must be paid ! 



" He Suffered:' 199 



Hear the voice of Jesus say, 
" Verily thou hast nothing to pay I 
All has been put to My account, 
I have paid the full amount." 

Nothing to pay ; yes, nothing to pay 1 
Jesus has cleared all the debt away, 
Blotted it out with His bleeding hand ! 
Free and forgiven and loved you stand. 

Hear the voice of Jesus say, 
" Verily thou hast nothing to pay I 
Paid is the debt, and the debtor free I 
Now I ask thee^ lovest thou Me?** 

Aprils 1879. 



*'HE suffered:' 

" TT E suffered 1 *' Was it. Lord, indeed 
JlJ. for me, 

The Just One for the unjust ; Thou didst bear 
The weight of sorrow that I hardly dare 
To look upon, in dark Gethsemane ? 
** He suffered 1 " Thou, my near and gracious 
Friend, 
And yet my Lord, my God ! Thou didst 
not shrink 
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An Easter Prayer. 2< 

Behold your King I Is it nothing to you, 

That the crimson tokens of agony 
From the kingly brow must fall like dew, 
Through the shuddering shades of Get 
semane ? 
Jesus himself, the Prince of Life, 
Bows in mysterious mortal strife ; 
Oh, think of His sorrow I that we may kno"" 
The unknown love in the unknown woe 1 

Behold your King, with His sorrow crownec 

Alone, alone in the valley is He 1 
The shadows of death are gathering round. 
And the Cross must follow Gethsemane. 
Darker and darker the gloom must fall, 
Filled is the Cup, He must drink it all I 
Oh, think of His sorrow I that we may kno^ 
His wondrous love in His wondrous woe I 

Good Friday f 1879. 



AN EASTER PRA YER. 

OH let me know 
The power of Thy resurrection ; 
Oh let me show 
Thy risen life in calm and cleax t^^t^v3^\ 
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EASTER DAWN. 

IT is too calm to be a dream, 
Too gravely sweet, too full of power, 
Prayer changed to praise this very hour I 

Yes, heard and answered 1 though it seem 
Beyond the hope of yesterday, 
Beyond the faith that dared to pray» 
Yet not beyond the love that heard, 
And not beyond the faithful word 
On which each trembling prayer may rest 
And win the answer truly best. 

Yes, heard and answered! sought and found 1 
I breathe a golden atmosphere 
Of solemn joy, and seem to hear 

Within, above, and all around, 
The chime of deep cathedral bells, 
An early herald peal that tells 
A glorious Easter tide begun ; 
While yet are sparkling in the sun 
Large raindrops of the night storm passed. 
And days of Lent are gone at last. 

[ Written in pencil the early dawn of her last 
Easter Day^ April 1879.] 
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" Behold the Bndigroom comeih." so j 

With rejoicing full and grand. 
Where the heavenly summer-Bonga resound. 
And the fruits of faithful work are found, 

Id (he Glorious Holy Land. 



Matthew xxv. 6. 

O HERALD whisper falling 
Upon the passing olght. 
Mysteriously calling 

The children of the light I 
He Cometh ; oh, He cometh I 

Oar own beloved Lord 
This blesst 1 hope up summeth 

Our undeserved reward. 
He Cometh 1 though the hour 

Nor earth nor heaven may know. 
Sore is the word of powci, 
"He cometh I" Even sol 

iS;9. 
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Unfinished Fragments, 207 

** Arise ye, and depart 1 " The morning rays 
Lit up the emerald slope and crystal pool, 

Sweet sustenance for many days, 
And quiet resting places, calm and cooL 
They knew not why nor whither, yet they 

went I 
His own hand put them forth, and so they were 
content. 

And so they followed Him, they could not stay 
When He had risen, the Shepherd good and 
fair 

In pencil ^ May 1879. 



WHAT are the tuneful voices 
That awake at early dawn? 
Do they come from the orient portals 

Of the palace of the mom? 
They tell of a Golden City 

With pearl and jasper bright, 
And of shining forms that beckon 

From the pure and dazzling light. 
Then a rush of far-off harpings 

Blends with the voices clear, 
Ard I know that the night is passing 

And I know that the day is near I 
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